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NARCISSUS 


A Treatise on the Theory of Symbolism 


To Paul Valery 


Nuper me in litore vidi, 

VIRGIL. 



“Le TraiU du Nareisst first appeared in 1891, in the January 
number of Entretim politiqm et litteraires; then, almost im- 
mediately afterwards, it was published in the Librairie de I’Art 
Independant.” So runs Andre Gide’s note to this Treatise 
in the N.R.F. (1912) edition of Le Ketour de I’ Enfant prodigta, 
prfcedi de cinq autres Traith, from which this translation— 
with the exception of the play Sanl—)m been made. 

The date given here by the author “1891”, would appear 
to be a misprint for “1892”, for the year of its publication in 
book form is confirmed by Gide’s entry in his Journal for 
1910 (Vol. I, p. 268; Eng. Trans, by Justin O’Brien) under 
the heading “Reprinting of the TraiUs”\ “I beg the reader 
to note that the first treatise {Le Narcisse) dates from 1892; 
the second from 189}. I do not have to disavow my youthful 
works; but I should not wish to have them looked upon 
with the same eye as the products of a more mature age. 
I have not written a single work without having felt a 
profound need to write it.” 

This title was the first of the author’s books to be pub- 
lished under his own name. 



B ooks are perhaps not very necessary things; a few 
myths were at first sufficient; a whole religion was 
contained in them. Peoples were astonished at the appear- 
ance of fables and without understanding worshipped; 
studious priests, pondering over the profundity of the 
images, slowly penetrated the inward meaning of the 
hieroglyphs. Then explanations were demanded; books 
amplified the myths; — but a few myths sufficed. 

Thus the myth of Narcissus. Narcissus ms the perfection 
of beauty, — and this is wity he was chaste; he disdained the 
nymphs — because he was in love with himself. No breath 
stirred the water over which he stooped tranquilly all day long 
to gas(e at his own image. . . . — ^You know the story. Never- 
theless we will re-tell it. Everything has already been 
told; but as no one listens, we must always be beginning 
again. 

There is no longer either a bank or a pool; no metamor- 
phosis and no reflected flower; — nothing but Narcissus 
alone, nothing, therefore, but a dreaming Narcissus, 
isolated in the greyness of his background. In the idle 
monotony of the hour, he grows anxious and his doubt- 
ing heart is full of questions. He wants to know, indeed, 
what his soul is like; it must, he feels, be adorable in the 
extreme, if he can judge by its long and tremulous 
quiverings; but his facel his imagel Ah! not to know 
whether one loves oneself. . . to be unaware of one’s own 
beauty! I am indistinguishable, in this featureless land- 
scape, the planes of which nothing interrupts. Ah! to be 
unable to see oneself! A mirror! a mirror! a mirror! a 
mirror! 
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And Narcissus, who does not doubt that his form 
exists somewhere, rises and starts in search of the con- 
tours he longs for with which to enfold the grandeur 
of his soul. 

On the banks of the river of Time, Narcissus has come 
to a stop. Fateful and illusory river where the years pass 
and flow away. Simple banks, like a rough setting in 
which the river is framed, like a glass with no quicksilver 
lining, where nothing is to be seen on the other side; 
where, on the other side, there is nothing but a stretch of 
empty dullness. A dismal, a lethargic canal, an almost 
horizontal looking-glass; and nothing would distinguish 
this dismal water from its colourless surroundings, but 
that one feels it to be flowing. 

From afar, Narcissus had mistaken the river for a road, 
and as he was weary of being alone in all this greyness, 
he drew near in order to see things passing by. With his 
hands on the framework of the river's bank, he stoops 
down now in his traditional attitude. And as he gazes, 
suddenly, lo and behold, the water is diapered by a slight 
unsubstantial appearance. — River-side flowers, tree- 
trunks, reflected patches of blue sky, a whole swift flight 
of images which were only waiting for him to come into 
existence, and which, under his eyes, are clothed in 
colour. Then hills open out and forests climb up the 
valley slopes, — visions which undulate according to the 
current of the stream and vary with the movement of the 
waters. Narcissus is wonderstruck as he looks;— but he 
cannot understand (for the one and the other are equi- 
poised), whether it is his soul that guides the stream, or 
the stream that guides his soul. 

The place where Narcissus is looking is the present. 
Out of the most distant future, things which are still 
only potential hurry towards existence; Narcissus sees 
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them, then they pass by; they flow away into the past. 
Soon it strikes him that everything is always the same. 
He wonders; he reflects. They are always the same forms 
that pass; the movement of the current alone diflferentiates 
them. — Why are there so many? or why are they the 
same? — ^It must be because they are imperfect, since they 
are always re-commencing ... and all of them, he thinks, 
are striving and rushing towards a lost primaeval form, 
paradisial and crystalline. 


Narcissus dreams of Paradise. 




I 


P ARADISE was not large. Its every form, being 
perfect, blossomed only once; a single garden con- 
tained them all. — Whether it existed or did not exist, 
what does it matter to us? But if it existed, it was thus. 
Everything in it crystallised into a necessary flowering, 
and everything was perfectly what it ought to be. — 
Everything remained motionless, for nothing desired to 
be better than it was. A calm gravitation alone slowly 
operated the revolution of the whole. 

And as no propulsion ceases in the Past or in the 
Future, Paradise had not come into being, — ^it had 
simply existed for ever. 

Chaste Eden! Garden of Ideas! where forms, rhyth- 
mical and sure, revealed their number without effort; 
where everything was what it seemed to be; where proof 
was unnecessary. 

Eden! where melodious breezes were wafted, undu- 
lating in pre-ordained curves; where the sky spread its 
azure over symmetrical lawns; where the birds were 
the colour of time and the butterflies on the flowers 
made providential harmonies; where the rose was rose- 
coloured because the green-fly settled on it for the 
very reason that it was green. Everything was as per- 
fect as a number and scanned according to rule; con- 
cord emanated from the relationship of lines between 
themselves; over the whole garden brooded a constant 
symphony. 

In the centre of Eden, Ygdrasil, the logarithmic tree. 
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plunged its vital roots in the soil and cast over the 
surrounding lawns the shadow of its foliage, where Night 
reigned alone. In the shade, propped against the tree- 
trunk, leant the book of Mystery — in which can be read 
the truth all must know. And the wind, blowing among 
the leaves of the tree, spelled out all day long, the 
necessary hieroglyphs. 

Adam religiously listened. Single, still unsexed, he re- 
mained seated in the shade of the great tree. Man! Hypo- 
stasis of the Elohiml Mainstay of the Divinity! For his 
sake, by means of him, forms appear. Motionless and 
central in the midst of this fairyland, he watches it 
unrolling. 

But spectator, perforce and always, of a spectacle in 
which he has no other part to play but that of an eternal 
watcher, he grows tired of it. — Everything is being per- 
formed for him, he knows it, — but he himself . . . him- 
self he cannot see. Since that is so, what does all the 
rest matter to him? Ah! just to see himself! — Doubtless 
he is powerful, since it is he who creates and the whole 
world hangs upon his look, — but what does he know 
of his power as long as it remains unaffirmed? — ^By 
dint of gazing at them, he cannot distinguish himself 
from these things; not to know where one ends — not 
to know how far one reaches! For all the same it is 
slavery if one daren’t risk the slightest gesture for 
fear of smashing up the whole harmony. — ^And then 
after all, so much the worse! this harmony with its 
constant perfection of the common chord exasperates 
me. A gesture! a little gesture, just to know, — a dis- 
cord, what the deuce! — Hang it all! a little something 
unexpected! 

Oh, if he could but snatch! snatch a twig of Ygdrasil 
with his spellbound fingers, and break it! . . . 
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He has done it. 

. . . First of all an imperceptible fissure, a cry, a cry 
that lengthens out, swells, becomes exasperated, whistles 
strident and soon starts howling like a tempest. The tree 
Ygdrasil, stricken, totters and cracks; its leaves, shiver- 
ing and contorted, through which the breezes used to 
play, are convulsed by the rising gale and carried away 
and afar, — towards the unknown space of a nocturnal 
sky and towards those hazardous regions where flee also 
the scattered pages, torn from the great sacred book, 
which is disintegrating now leaf by leaf. 

Up to the sky there rises a mist of tears and clouds, 
falling in tears and rising again in clouds: time is born. 

And Man, terror-stricken, self-duplicated hermaph- 
rodite, wept with anguish and horror, feeling surge up 
within him, at the same time as a new sex, the anxious, 
uneasy desire for that other half, so like himself — that 
woman who has suddenly arisen so close to him, whom 
he embraces, whom he longs to re-possess — that woman 
who, in a blind effort to re-create out of herself the per- 
fect being and then stop breeding, will nevertheless carry 
in her womb the unknown creature of a new race and 
soon push into existence another being, still incomplete 
and incapable of sufficing to himself. 

Unhappy race, who will spread over this world of twi- 
light and prayers! The memory of the lost Paradise will 
bring desolation to your raptures, that Paradise which 
you will constantly and everywhere search for — ^which 
prophets will come to tell you of — and poets — here they 
are! — who will piously gather up the torn pages of the 
immemorial Book in which was to be read the truth that 
must be known. 



II 


I F Narcissus were to turn round, he would see, I ex- 
pect, some green sloping bank or other, the sky 
perhaps, the Tree, the Flower — something stable, in 
fact, and lasting, but whose reflection as it falls on the 
water is broken and variegated by the swift flight of 
the stream. 

But when will this water cease its flowing, and, re- 
signed at last to becoming a stagnant mirror, when will it 
repeat in an image of like purity — so like, indeed, that it 
will be confounded with the very lines themselves of 
those fateful forms — so as actually in fact to become 
them? 

When then will time stay its flight and allow this 
flowing stream to rest? Forms — forms divine and per- 
ennial! — you, who are only awaiting rest in order to re- 
appear, oh! when, in what darkness, in what silence, will 
you crystallise again? 

Paradise has always to be remade; it is not in some 
ultima Thule. It dwells under appearances. All things re- 
tain virtually the intimate harmony of their essence, just 
as every salt contains in itself the pristine shape of its 
crystal. Let but a time of tacit darkness come, when the 
waters fall more impenetrably: then, in the unperturbed 
abysses, the secret archetypes will blossom . . . 

Everything is striving after its lost form; it transpires, 
but sullied, awkward, and unselfsatisfied, for it must 
always be beginning again, crowded, hampered by the 
neighbouring forms which are striving too to show them- 
selves — ^for merely to be, no longer suffices; proof of 
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one’s existence must be shown, — and every one is in- 
fatuated by pride. The passing hour throws everything 
into confusion. 

As the flight of time is caused only by the flight of 
things, each thing clings and strains in order to slow 
down this race and be able to make a better appearance. 
There are periods then when things go more slowly, 
when time rests — or so one thinks; and as noise ceases 
with motion, all is silent. One waits; one understands that 
the moment is tragic and that one must not stir. 

“There was silence in Heaven”, is the prelude of every 
Apocalypse. — Yes, tragic periods when new eras begin, 
when heaven and earth withdraw into themselves, when 
the book with seven seals is about to open, when every- 
thing is about to become stationary in an eternal pos- 
ture. . . . But then an importunate clamour arises; on 
the chosen plains where one thinks time is coming to 
an end (always a few greedy soldiers part garments among 
them and cast lots upon a vesture), when the Holy Women 
are tranced in ecstasy, and the veil is rent which will 
reveal the secrets of the temple; when all creation con- 
templates Christ stiffening on the supreme cross, as he 
speaks the last words, “All is now accomplished. . . 

. . . But then, nol All has to begin again, begin again 
eternally — because someone casting lots did not stop his 
vain gesture, because a soldier wanted to win a garment, 
because someone was not looking. 

For it is always the same trespass, which always loses 
Paradise once more: some person who thinks of himself 
while the Passion is being ordained, some vain boon 
companion, who refuses subordination. ^ 

^ Truths lie behind Forms — Symbols. Every phenomenon is the Sym- 
bol of a Truth. Its only duty is to manifest that Truth. Its only sin, to" 
prefer itself. 

We live in order to manifest. The rules of morality and aesthetics 
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Inexhaustible church masses — ^high and low — every 
day in order to put Christ again in agony on the cross 
and the public kneeling in prayer . . . The public! — when 
it is the whole of humanity that should fall prostrate — 
then one mass would be sufficient. 

If only we were able to be attentive and look . . . 

ate the same. Every work which does not manifest is useless and for 
that very reason, bad. Every man who does not manifest is useless 
and bad. (In raising ourselves a little higher, however, we should see 
that all men manifest; but this ought not to be recognised till later.) 

Every representative of the Idea tends to prefer himself to the Idea that 
he manifests. To prefer oneself — there lies the error. The artist, the 
man of science ought not to prefer himself to the Truth he wishes to 
utter: that is his only moral law; nor, for that matter, prefer either the 
word or the phrase to the Idea which they are intended to express; 
I might almost say that in that lies the whole of aesthetics. 

And I do not pretend that this theory is new; the doctrines of renuncia- 
tion preach nothing else. 

The moral question for the artist is not whether the Idea he manifests 
is more or less moral and useful for the greater number; the question is 
that he should manifest it well. — For all things ought to be manifested, 
even the most pernicious. “Woe unto him through whom the offence 
arises”, but “Offences must arise.” — ^Thc artist and the man who is 
really a man, who lives for something, must have made the sacrifice of 
himself beforehand. His whole life is nothing but a progression towards 
that. 

And now, what to manifest? — ^That is to be learnt in silence, 

(This note was written in 1890, in the same year as the treatise.) 
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Ill 


T he Poet is one who looks. And what does he see? 
Paradise. 

For Paradise is everywhere. Let us not believe in 
appearances. Appearances are imperfect; they stammer 
out the truths which they shroud; the Poet must under- 
stand at the slightest hint and then repeat these truths. 
Does the Man of Science do anything else? He too searches 
for the archetype of things and the laws of their succes- 
sion; in fact he recomposes a world which is ideally 
simple and in which everything is ordered normally. 

But the Man of Science searches for these primal forms 
by a slow and timid process of induction, making his 
way through innumerable examples; for he halts at the 
appearance, and in his desire for certainty, he will not 
allow himself to guess. 

But the Poet, the Poet who knows that he creates, 
guesses through and by means of all things — and a single 
one suffices, symbol as it is, to enable him to reveal its 
archetype; he knows that its appearance is only a pretext, 
a covering which shrouds it and by which a profane eye 
is brought to a stop, but which shows us that Itself is 
there.i 

The Poet, in his piety, contemplates; and in silence 
plunges profoundly into the heart of things, — and when 
he, the visionary, has caught sight of the Idea, the in- 
ward and harmonious Number of its Essence which sus- 
tains the imperfect form, he seizes it, and then, regardless 

^ Has my reader imderstood that I use the word symbol for every 
thing that appears) 
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of that transitory and temporal form which clothed it, he 
is able to restore to it an eternal form, its own veritable 
form, in fact, its fatal Form, — Paradisiac and crystalline. 

For the work of art is a crystal — a portion of Paradise 
in which the Idea re-blossoms in its superior purity; 
where, as in the vanished Eden, a normal and necessary 
order has arranged all forms in a reciprocal and sym- 
metrical interdependence, where pride of words does not 
supplant Thought, — where rhythmical and unambiguous 
sentences, which are still symbols, but symbols that are 
pure, where words become transparent and revealing. 

Such works can crystallise only in silence; but there 
are silences sometimes even in the midst of crowds, when 
the artist, taking refuge, like Moses on Sinai, isolates 
himself, escapes from things and from Time and wraps 
himself in an atmosphere of light above the busy multi- 
tudes. In him, slowly, the Idea rests; then lucid and full- 
blown, spreads forth, outside of Time. And as it is 
outside of Time, Time has no power over it. Nay, more; 
one wonders whether Paradise itself outside of Time was 
perhaps never anywhere else — ^ncver anywhere but ideally. 

Narcissus, meanwhile, gazes from the bank at that 
vision which an amorous desire transfigures; he dreams. 
Narcissus, solitary and puerile, falls in love with the 
fragile image; with longing for a caress, he bends down 
to the river in order to quench his thirst for love. He 
bends down and suddenly, lo and behold! the phantas- 
magoria disappears; he can see nothing on the river now 
but two lips stretched towards his own, two eyes, his 
own, looking at him. He understands that it is himself, 
that he is alone and that he is in love with his own face. 
Around him is an empty azure, which is broken through 
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by his pale arms, stretching out with desire through the 
shattered apparition and plunging into an unknown 
element. 

He raises himself then, a little; the face draws back. 
The surface of the water, as once before, is diapered 
with colours and the vision reappears. But Narcissus 
knows now that kisses are impossible; one must not 
desire an image; a movement made in order to possess it 
shatters it. He is alone. — What is he to do? Contemplate. 

Grave and religious, he resumes the calm of his former 
attitude; he remains — an ever growing symbol — and, as 
he bends over the appearance of the World, he feels, 
vaguely re-absorbed within him, the passing generations 
of mankind. 


This treatise is perhaps nothing very necessary. At 
first a few myths were sufficient. Then people wanted to 
explain; pride of the priest who wishes to reveal the 
mysteries, in order that he may be worshipped; or else 
a lively sympathy and the apostolic love that induces one 
to unveil, and thereby profane by showing them, the 
most secret treasures of the temple, because it causes 
suffering to admire alone and one wants others to worship 
with one. 
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THE LOVERS’ ATTEMPT 
or 

A Treatise on Vain Desire 


To Francis Jammes 

Desire is like a brilliant fiam, and 
what it has touched is turned to nothing 
but ashes— light dust which a breath 
of wind disperses— let us think then 
only of what is eternal, 

CALDERON! Ufe ts a Dream. 



The first edition of La Tentative Amoureuse was published in 
1895 in La librairie de I’ Art Independant. 



Our hooks will not prove very truthful accounts of ourselves — 
but rather of our wistful desires^ our longing for other lives 
eternally denied us^ for all sorts of impossible acts. I am here 
setting down a dream which has been disturbing my thoughts 
too much and now insists on coming into existence. A desire 
for happiness this spring has worn me out; I longed for some- 
thing more perfect to blossom in me. I longed to be happy as if 
there were nothing else for me to be; as if the past did not 
always triumph over us; as if life were not made of its habitual 
sadness y and to-morrow the necessary sequel of yesterday; as if 
my souly no sooner freed from its dream^ were not already 
returning to its customary pursuits. 

And every book is no more than a postponed temptation. 






N o nol Neither the importunate laws of men, nor 
fear, nor shame, nor self-respect, nor respect for my 
dreams, nor you, sad Death, nor dread of the hereafter 
— none of these will prevent me from clasping with all 
my strength what I desire; nothing — nothing but the 
pride of feeling still stronger than what I know to be so 
strong and conquering it. But the joy of such a lofty 
victory is not so sweet, not so delightful as yielding to 
you, desires, and being vanquished without a battle. 

When spring came this year, I was tormented by its 
loveliness; and as my desires made solitude painful, I 
went out into the country early in the morning. All day 
long the sun shone down on to the plain; I walked along, 
dreaming of happiness. Doubtless, I thought, there must 
be other lands than these desolate Helds where I am 
taking my soul to pasture. When shall I get rid of my 
gloomy thoughts and be able to walk in the sunshine all 
wholly joy; when, forgetful of yesterday and of so many 
useless religions, shall I clasp boldly, without fear or 
scruple, any happiness that may come? And that even- 
ing I dared not go in, imagining too well too many fresh 
discontents; I walked on to the woods, where already, 
of old, my sadness had so often strayed. — ^Night came 
and the moonlight. The woods fell silent and marvellous 
shadows filled them; the wind shivered; the night-birds 
awoke. I made my way into a deep glade, where the 
whiteness of the sand shining under my feet served me 
as a guide. Between the branches of the trees, which 
became more widely spaced when the wind stirred theni, 
there were seen floating over the glade the intangible 
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shape of the mist. And in the middle of the night, as 
dews dripped from the leaves, perfumes arose and the 
forest became lovesick. There were quiverings in the 
grass; every object seeking, finding, creating harmony, 
the larger flowers swayed, and the pollen, lighter than 
the mist, floated away in dust. A secret, swooning joy 
thrilled under the branches. I waited. The nocturnal birds 
wailed. Then all was silent; it was the hush before the 
dawn; joy became serene and my solitude an ecstasy 
under the admonitions of the pallid night-time. 


Qualquiera ventio que sopla, 
L.tght dusi which a breath 
of wind disperses. 
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D awn came. Luke, laden with flowers, left the 
woods still in nocturnal darkness. Shivering a little 
with the morning £|(^shness, he sat down on a bank on 
the outskirts of the forest to wait for sunrise. Before 
him stretched a dewy lawn, diapered with flowers and 
with misty, shining water. Luke was expecting perfect 
happiness, full of confidence, and thinking it would come 
and settle like a flying swarm of bees and that everything 
was already on its way towards him. Morning was quiver- 
ing with boundless joy and spring coming to life in 
answer to a call of smiles. Songs rang out and there 
appeared a bevy of young girls. 

Wild with joy, drenched with the wet grass, their hair 
still in disorder after the night, they started picking flowers 
together, holding up their skirts pannier-wise so that they 
showed their bare dancing feet. Then, soon tired of their 
dance, they ran down to the meadows below, and to the 
spring, where they could wash, admire their looks and 
get ready for the day’s pleasures. 

When they parted each of them forgot her com- 
panions. 

Rachel came back by herself in a thoughtful mood; 
she picked up the dropped flowers and stooped as though 
to gather fresh ones, but in reality to avoid seeing Luke 
draw near. She picked buttercups, salvia and daisies, and 
every kind of field flower. Luke brought fox-gloves from 
the glades and violet blue-bells. He was close to Rachel; 
and now she was plaiting her flowers into a wreath. 
Luke would have liked, but did not dare, to add his 


23 



THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL 


own flowers to her garland; and suddenly throwing them 
at her feet: 

“These are the dark-coloured flowers that grow in 
the woods”, he said. “I picked them in the shade — ^for 
you — since it is you who have come; I have been look- 
ing all night. You are as lovely as this year’s spring, and 
even younger than I am. I saw your bare feet this morn- 
ing. You were with your companions and I didn’t dare 
go up to you; but now you are here alone. Take my 
flowers and come with me, I beg; let us teach each other 
fresh pleasures.” 

Rachel smiled and listened; Luke having taken her 
hand, it was together that they went in. 

The day passed in play and laughter. Luke went home 
by himself in the evening. Night came, but for him no 
sleep: often leaving his bed, which was too hot, he 
walked about his room, or leant out of the open win- 
dow. He wished he was younger and far handsomer, 
thinking that between two beings, love had the splendour 
of their bodies. All night long Luke desired Rachel. In 
the morning, he made haste to go to her. 

A path bordered by lilacs led to her house; then there 
was a garden full of roses, surrounded by a low hedge; 
as soon as he had come near, Luke heard Rachel singing. 
He stayed with her till evening, and then he went back 
to her again the next morning; — he returned every day; 
he set out as soon as he was awake; in the garden Rachel 
was expecting him with a smiling face. 

Days passed; Luke did not dare; it was Rachel who 
first offered herself. One morning when he did not find 
her in the usual shady walk, Luke decided to go up to 
her room. Rachel was sitting on her bed, her hair undone, 
almost naked, with nothing on but a shawl, which had 
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akeady nearly quite slipped off her shoulders; she was 
certainly waiting. Luke came in, hlushed, smiled, — but 
when he saw her lovely slender limbs, he felt a frailty in 
them, and kneeling down before her, kissed her delicate 
feet, and then pulled back over her a width of her 
shawl. 

Luke wanted love but was afraid of carnal possession 
as of a thing that had been spoiled. What an unhappy 
education we have had, making us imagine as full of 
sobs and grief, or as morose and lonely, that voluptuous 
pleasure which in reality is a glory and a calm delight. 
We shall no longer pray to God to uplift us to happiness. 
— ^And then, nol Luke was not that kind; for it is an 
absurd mania always to make the person one invents like 
oneself. — Luke then possessed this woman. 

How shall I tell of their gladness now, save by describ- 
ing nature around them, glad too, sharing their joy. Their 
thoughts were no longer of any account; their only occu- 
pation now was to be happy; their only questions were 
longings; their only answers satisfactions. They learnt 
the confidences of the flesh and every day their intimacy 
became more secret. 

One evening when he was about to leave her as usual, 
“Why are you going?” she asked. “If it is to another 
love, very good, Gol I am not jealous. If not, stay with 
me; come, my bed invites you.” 

After that, he stayed every night. 

The weather had become warmer, the nights so fine 
that they no longer shut their window; and so they slept 
in the moonlight; and as a rose-tree in full bloom had 
climbed up and grown round their casement, they had 
captured some of its branches; the scent of the roses 
mingled with that of the flowers in their room. Because 
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of their love-making they went to sleep very late; their 
wakings were like thqse that follow drunkenness — ^very 
late and finding them still tired after the night. They 
washed in a spring of clear water which flowed through 
the garden, and Luke watched Rachel bathing naked 
under the trees. — Then they went for a walk. 

They would often stay out till evening, sitting on the 
grass and doing nothing; they watched the sun go down; 
then, when at last the air grew cooler, they went slowly 
back to their home. The sea was not far off; at night 
when the tide was high, they could hear the faint sound 
of waves. Sometimes they would go down to the shore; 
the way lay through a narrow, winding valley with no 
stream in it; gorse and broom grew there and sand was 
blown about in it by the wind; then the beach lay open 
before them; no boats, no ships, though the sea was 
smooth. Almost opposite, in the distance, the curved 
coast seemed to form an island, and at that very spot 
they saw what looked like the gorgeous gates of a park; 
in the evening they shone as if they were made of gold. 
— Soon Rachel could find no more shells in the sand. 
The sight of the sea bored them. 

Not far off too there was a village, but they went 
through it rarely because of its poverty. When it was 
raining, or when, out of idleness, they did not go even 
into the meadows, Rachel would lie down and beg Luke, 
sitting at her feet, to tell her a story: “Talk’’, she would 
say. ‘T am listening now; don’t stop if I do2e; tell me 
about gardens in spring time; you know what I mean, 
and those lofty terraces.” 

And Luke told her about the terraces, the rows of 
chestnut-trees, the gardens hanging over the plain: — ^in 
the morning, little girls would come to play there and 
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dance in rings, and the sun was still so low over the 
plain that the trees cast no shadows. 

A little later, older, sedater young girls came to walk 
among the flower-beds and make garlands — “like those 
you yourself used to wreathe, Rachel”. About noon, 
couples too would come in — and the sun having risen 
above the trees, the opaque vault of branches seemed to 
make the alley cooler; the couples who walked in it spoke 
to each other only in whispers. A little later, when it was 
less dazzling, one began to see the plain over which 
Summer seemed to lie stretched Hke a carpet. Strollers 
leant their elbows on the balustrades and bent over them; 
groups of women sat down and wound up skeins of 
wool which others used for their work. Hours passed 
away. School-time being over, school-boys would come 
up; there were children who played at marbles. Evening 
fell; strollers came singly now; some, however, still drew 
together, talking of the day as if it was already over. 
The shadow of the terrace reached down on to the plain, 
and on the faraway horizon, in the unclouded sky, the 
moon shone very clear and pure. “One night I came to 
ramble on the deserted terrace. ...” Luke stopped and 
looked at Rachel who had fallen asleep to the sound 
of his voice. 

They took another walk, still longer; it was at the end 
of the spring. Having climbed the hill on which their 
house stood, they found half-way up on the opposite 
hill-side, a canal. A row of poplars bordered it; a path 
followed it along the slope, and then the ground con- 
tinued to go downwards. When they had crossed the 
canal by a bridge, the sun which was burning made them 
walk along the water’s edge. Heat came up from the 
valley in waves; the air quivered over the fields; a high 
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can be repeated. Then came a moment when their lives 
were really blended into one. It was the summer solstice; 
in the perfect blueness of the air, the tall branches above 
them moved with sovereign grace. 

Summer! Summer! That word ought to be chanted like 
a canticle. — Five o’clock; — I got up (dawn is here) and 
went out into the country-side. If people knew what 
freshness of dew lay on the grass, the coolness of the 
water in which the morning will wash its shivering feet; 
if they knew the rays of light that shine on the fields, 
and the sun-struck dazzle of the plain; if they knew the 
welcome of smiles with which dawn greets those who 
come down to it in the fields, — they would not stay 
sleeping in bed, I suppose — but Luke and Rachel are 
weary with night-time kisses, and this amorous fatigue 
puts more smiles perhaps into their dreams than dawn 
has put into the fields. 

One morning, however, they went out; they reached 
the same valley and the canal they had followed one day 
in spring; but as they skirted the hill instead of climbing 
it, they came to a place where the canal rejoined a wide 
river; the canal was used for towing; they crossed the 
water over a sluice and followed the tow-path, with the 
canal on their right and the river on their left. On the 
opposite shore there was a road too. And these five 
parallel highways in the narrow valley 'went on into the 
distance as far as they could see. Their walk that day 
was long but not interesting enough to talk about. 

They wanted to revisit the shore and went down to it 
again by the glen; they sat down beside the sea. The 
waves of a recent storm had washed up on to the beach 
deep-sea shells, pieces of wreckage, fragments of torn 
sea-weed; the waves, still swollen by the storm, were 
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deafening with their continuous clamour. And Rachel 
suddenly became anxious; she felt that Luke was begin- 
ning to think. A colder wind blew; a fit of shivering 
overtook them; they got up. — Luke walked on ahead, 
too quickly, rather theatrically; a beam lay there, battered 
and black, strange heaps of piles, a fragment of a 
boat, pieces of exotic wood ... at this sight they both 
stopped. After that, Luke looked at the sea; Rachel, of 
necessity, by instinct, leant on Luke and rested her head 
on his shoulder, vaguely feeling in him a turmoil, a thirst 
for adventure. They remained standing. The sun was 
setting, far off, beyond the gulf, past the narrow channel 
where, between the promontories, the infinite line of the 
sea could be seen fading away in the distance. 

And, while the sun was plunging downwards, at that 
moment, facing them, as though on an island, the palings 
of the strange park, in the light of the dying rays, began 
to glitter in an inexplicable and almost supernatural 
manner; at least so it appeared to them, from the fact 
that they said not a word to one another about it; every 
bar, made of steel rather than gold, seemed to shine in- 
wardly, of itself or because of an extreme polish; the 
most curious thing was that it seemed as if one could see 
on to the other side of the paling, though one could not 
exactly tell what. Luke and Rachel, each of them, felt 
that the other did not dare speak of it. 

On their way home, Rachel found lying on the sand 
a cuttlefish’s egg, huge, black, resilient, and so queerly 
shaped that it seemed it must be intentional, so much so 
that they thought it must have some extreme importance 
especially for them, and tried to think out a reason for it. 

The recollection of that day left them with a vague 
uneasiness, and as, in spite of themselves, they kept 
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can be repeated. Then came a moment when their lives 
were really blended into one. It was the summer solstice; 
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water over a sluice and followed the tow-path, with the 
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opposite shore there was a road too. And these five 
parallel highways in the narrow valley went on into the 
distance as far as they could see. Their walk that day 
was long but not interesting enough to talk about. 
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deafening with their continuous clamour. And Rachel 
suddenly became anxious; she felt that Luke was begin- 
ning to think. A colder wind blew; a fit of shivering 
overtook them; they got up. — Luke walked on ahead, 
too quickly, rather theatrically; a beam lay there, battered 
and black, strange heaps of piles, a fragment of a 
boat, pieces of exotic wood ... at this sight they both 
stopped. After that, Luke looked at the sea; Rachel, of 
necessity, by instinct, leant on Luke and rested her head 
on his shoulder, vaguely feeling in him a turmoil, a thirst 
for adventure. They remained standing. The sun was 
setting, far off, beyond the gulf, past the narrow channel 
where, between the promontories, the infinite line of the 
sea could be seen fading away in the distance. 

And, while the sun was plunging downwards, at that 
moment, facing them, as though on an island, the palings 
of the strange park, in the light of the dying rays, began 
to glitter in an inexplicable and almost supernatural 
manner; at least so it appeared to them, from the fact 
that they said not a word to one another about it; every 
bar, made of steel rather than gold, seemed to shine in- 
wardly, of itself or because of an extreme polish; the 
most curious thing was that it seemed as if one could see 
on to the other side of the paling, though one could not 
exactly tell what. Luke and Rachel, each of them, felt 
that the other did not dare speak of it. 

On their way home, Rachel found lying on the sand 
a cuttlefish’s egg, huge, black, resilient, and so queerly 
shaped that it seemed it must be intentional, so much so 
that they thought it must have some extreme importance 
especially for them, and tried to think out a reason for it. 

The recollection of that day left them with a vague 
uneasiness, and as, in spite of themselves, they kept 
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thinking of that park, shut off from them by the sea, so, 
attracted and curious as they were, and having, more- 
over, no boat to take them, they decided one morning 
to set out and following the coast line to walk until they 
reached it. 

They rose before dawn and started on their way. It was 
grey and still cool; they walked like pilgrims, serious, 
silent, preoccupied, having in mind an object which was 
not themselves; and their slackened curiosity had left in 
them the feeling of a task to be accomplished. — But, 
Madame, do not let us talk of them too much, for here 
we are almost beginning to like them. — Ah well, it can’t 
be helpedi For once they walked without minding the 
heat of the day, guided by a single thought, for now it 
was no longer a desire. And Rachel did not complain of 
the shifting pebbles or of the yielding sand into which 
their footsteps sank; sometimes they walked along the 
shore, sometimes cut across the fields; once they fol- 
lowed the bank of a river upstream until they found a 
bridge, — then went down again, — then cut across country 
again. — Ahl here they are at last almost at the foot of 
the wall — the wall of the Park; and, the better to defend 
it from approach, the sea-water, having been led into a 
ditch lined with stones, washed the foot of the wall and 
seemed to end there; but the wall went on into the sea 
like a dyke, so that nothing could be seen on that side 
but a dull flinty promontory. They went on. The ditch 
came to an end. Then they walked along, following the 
wall. The sun was crushing; the road stretched on before 
them; it was the time of day when garden walls give no 
shade. They saw, almost hidden under the ivy, a little 
shut gate. The wall turned insensibly, and the sun, turn- 
ing too as the day was closing, seemed to be following 
them. From over the wall branches drooped down, but 
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without Stirring. From inside the park there rose what 
seemed like a continual sound of laughter, but fountains 
often make the same sound as words. Suddenly they 
found themselves again facing the sea. Then a great sad- 
ness overcame them and they sat down for a little before 
starting on their way home. Facing them, as though 
coming from the other side, a promontory jutted into 
the sea, a continuation of the wall at the foot of which 
the sea broke in an impassable moat. And their sadness 
overwhelmed them, filled them, coming in on them at 
the same moment and at every point by the smallest 
fissure. Above all they were wearied out by their long 
walk and because it had proved in vain. The sun was 
disappearing now behind the park; they went on walk- 
ing in the encroaching shadow of the wall; they almost 
thought there was some mystery in it. At moments they 
seemed to hear a noise like fingers tapping on a window 
pane, but as this noise stopped as soon as they stopped 
walking, they thought it must be caused by the reson- 
ance of their footsteps. Night had already fallen long 
before they reached home. 

The next day, as they were taking their mid-day rest, 
“Tell me something of the summer dawn,"’ said Rachel, 
“since my laziness keeps me here beside you.” 

Luke began: “It was Summer, but before day break; 
the birds had not begun to sing; the forest had barely 
awakened.” 

“Oh, not a forest!” said she, “a glade. Day is break- 
ing, and if the birds are not yet singing, it is because the 
valley, where night is still lingering, is too deep; but light 
is already whitening the hill-tops.” 

“Towards those lighted hill-tops,” Luke went on, “and 
towards the high plateau above, two knights were mak- ' 
ing their way after having followed the valley all night. 
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They were silent and serious, after having ridden so long 
in the dark, and the tall oaks of the glade spread their 
branches above them. Their horses climbed slowly up 
the straight steep road. As they climbed it grew brighter 
around them. On the plateau it was daylight. — On the 
plateau stretched another glade, wider, cutting across the 
first, at right angles and then following the crest of the 
hill. The two riders stopped. One of them said, ‘Let us 
stop here, brother. Our call is not along the same road. 
My courage is sufficient and I have no need of yours to 
come to my aid. When one is enough, the other is use- 
less.* And the other said, ‘Farewell, brother.* 

Then, turning their backs on one another, each went 
on his own way towards his own solitary conquests. 

Then all the birds woke up. There were amorous pur- 
suits under the leaves and insects danced in the air. The 
flight of bees could be heard, and on the lawns fresh 
flowers, ready to be robbed of their sweets, opened out. 
Delicious murmurs arose. 

Further on where the ground ended, nothing was to 
be seen but leaves; lower down in the valley, now less 
filled with shadows, were the floating tops of trees; and 
lower still, a mist. Oh, how we should have stooped for- 
ward to watch the deer coming down to drinkl*’ 

“And the two knights?’* asked Rachel. 

“Oh, never mind them!” said Luke, “let’s think of 
the glade. About mid-day there came there a gathering 
of young women; they walked hand in hand, like you 
and your companions; they were laughing; then came 
some men clothed in silk, with absurd golden trimmings; 
they all sat down and talked together. 

The day went by; they fell silent and the shadows 
lengthened on the mossy ground; they got up and went 
to look at the sunset. The glade was gradually filled with 
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restlessness and murmurings; ever)rthing was preparing to 
sleep; — then everything became silent; it was evening 
and the branches were swaying to and fro; the grey tree- 
trunks looked mysterious in the dusk; the song of a twi- 
light bird arose. Then, as the night was beginning, two 
riders were to be seen, coming back; they rode towards 
each other, because that was their road, and their horses 
looked as though they had been through some great 
fatigue. They themselves were bowed down and graver 
than they had been in the morning because their task 
had been in vain. Having joined each other without a 
word, they went down the path again, which itself went 
down the hill, plunging into darkness beneath the 
branches.” 

"‘Why then are you going away, Luke?” said Rachel; 
“what is the use of setting out on a journey? Aren’t you 
my whole life?” 

“But you, Rachel,” said Luke, “you are not the whole 
of mine. There are other things besides.” 
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M adame, this story is boring me. You know 
very well that if I have turned phrases, it was for 
other people and not for myself. I wanted to point out 
a relationship between the seasons and the soul; we had 
then to get on to Autumn. I don’t like giving up what- 
ever task it may be that I have undertaken. 

Two souls meet one day and because they were gather- 
ing flowers, they both fancied they were alike. They took 
each other by the hand, meaning to continue their way 
together. But the persistence of the past separates them. 
Their hands fall apart and so, by virtue of the past, each 
one continues on his way alone. It is a necessary separa- 
tion, for only a like past is able to make souls that are 
alike. For souls everything is continuous. There are some, 
as you know — as we know, Madame — ^who travel along 
parallel lines and will never be able to approach each 
other. — So Luke and Rachel parted; one single day, one 
single moment in Summer, their two lines mingled — 
one single point of contact — and now they are already 
looking elsewhere. 

On the sand, seated beside the waves, Luke was look- 
ing at the sea, and Rachel at the land. They tried at 
moments to recapture the love that was unravelling, but 
it was pleasure without surprise; it was a thing that was 
exhausted and Luke was glad at the thought of leaving. 
Rachel no longer tried to keep him back. — When they 
went out together, they walked reflectively — I might 
almost say pensively — each looking ahead, instead of so 
often looking at the other. Luke no longer thought of 
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love, but their love had left in them, as it were, a memory 
of great sweetness, like the scent of beautiful faded 
flowers — all that was left of their garlands — but with no 
sadness, no sadness. 

On certain days they walked along in this way, lan- 
guorously and without speaking. The splendid colours 
taken by the autumn leaves and so beautifully reflected 
in water made them prefer the water of the stillest pools, 
and they walked slowly along their banks. The woods 
were glorious and sonorous; as the leaves fell, they dis- 
closed the horizon. Luke dreamed of the immensity of 
life. I say that because I myself dream of it and I think 
he must have done so too. — Luke and Rachel bore me, 
Madame. What more can I tell you about them? 

They made up their minds to revisit the park with 
the wonderful gates. They found, as they skirted the wall, 
that the little secret door, formerly so tightly shut, with- 
out bolts, was now open; they went in; — it was an 
abandoned park. 

Nothing could picture the splendour of its paths. 
Autumn had strewn the lawns and some of the branches 
were broken; grass had grown over the ways, grass in 
flower, weeds of all sorts; they walked over it silently, 
beside red-berried bushes where robin-redbreasts were 
singing. I love the splendour of autumn. — ^There were 
stone benches, statues, and a stately house stood there, 
with closed shutters and barred doors. In the garden 
there still lingered the memory of revels; over-ripe fruit 
hung on the espaliers. — ^When evening fell they returned 
home. 

‘‘Tell me about Autumn”, said Rachel. 

“Autumn,” said Luke, “ahl it is the whole entire 
forest, and the brown pool on its outskirts. The deer 
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come down to it and the horn sounds ‘Tally-hol Tally- 
hor The hounds bay; the deer take to flight. Let us walk 
in the thick of the woods. The hunt is in pursuit; it has 
gone by; — did you see the palfreys? The sound of the 
horn has grown fainter, further away in the woods. — 
Let us go back now to the quiet pool, where the dusk 
is falling. . . 

^‘Your story is absurd,” said Rachel; “no one says 
‘palfreys’ nowadays; and I don’t like noise. Let’s go to 
sleep.” 

Then Luke left her, for he wasn’t sleepy. 

It was soon after that that they parted; a parting with- 
out tears or smiles; quiet and natural; their story was 
done. 

They turned their thoughts to other things. 


A U T U M N is here, Madame; it is raining; the woods 
jL\ are dead and winter will soon be upon us. I am 
thinking of you; my soul is burning and at peace; I am 
sitting by the fire-side; near me are my books; I am alone 
thinking, listening. — Shall we re-knit, as of old, those 
loves of ours, so filled with beauty and mystery? — I am 
happy; I am alive; I have lofty thoughts. 

I have finished telling you this story which we found 
so tedious; great tasks are calling us now. I know that 
on the sea, on the ocean of life, glorious shipwrecks are 
lying in wait, — and lost sailors, and undiscovered islands. 
— ^But we stay, poring over books, and our desires go 
off towards more assured actions. It is that, I know which 
makes us more joyful than other people. — Sometimes, 
nevertheless, wearied by too continuous study, I go down 
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to the Woods in the rain, to watch the autumn coming to 
an end. — And I know that on some evenings, after com- 
ing in from my walk, I have sat down by the fire, as 
though intoxicated by the joy of life, and indeed almost 
sobbing in the extremity of my joy, as I felt stirring in 
my mind the gravity of the works that were to be accom- 
plished. — will play my part! I will play my part! I am 
alive. Among all works, it is the great silent ones that 
we have loved. Poems! History! Drama! We will pore 
over life, — as you did, my sister, meditating and thought- 
ful. Now I am leaving, but think, think, of the joys of 
travel. . . . 

And yet, I should have been glad — winter has come — 
to have prolonged this story together with you. We 
should have gone off alone together for a town in Hol- 
land: the streets would have been filled with snow; on 
the frozen canals the ice would have been well swept. 
You would have skated with me for a long time, as far 
as the country; we should have gone into the fields where 
we should have watched the snow forming; it stretches 
into the distance, infinitely white; the icy air is pleasant. 
— The night comes, but shining with the snow; we shall 
go in. Now you will be with me in the room beside the 
fire, with curtains drawn, and all our thoughts. 

Then, sister, you would say to me: 

“There is nothing for which it is worth while turning 
aside from our path; let us greet all things as we pass; 
but our end lies beyond them — so let us make no mis- 
take; these things move on and depart; let our end be 
immovable — and we will move on to attain it. Ah! woe 
betide those foolish souls who mistake obstacles for ends. 
There are no ends; things are neither ends nor obstacles 
— no, not even obstacles; there is nothing to be done^ 
but to pass them. Our only end is God; we shall not lose 
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sight of Him, for He is visible through all things. From 
now on it is towards Him that we shall walk; in a path 
which is splendid, thanks to us alone^ with works of art 
on our right, and landscapes on our left, and the path 
we have to follow before us; — and from now on must 
we not make our souls fair and joyous? For it is our 
tears alone which make sorrows spring up before us.” 


And you, objects of our desire, you are like those 
perishable concretions which, as soon as our fingers touch 
them, leave behind them nothing but ashes . — Qualquiera 
ventio que sopla. 


Arise, winds of my thought, you who will disperse 
these ashes. 


Summer^ iSgj. 
Yport and La Roque. 
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or 

A Treatise on the False Prophet 


To Frederic Rosenberg 


O thou messenger, proclaim what 
is sent down to thee from thy 
Lordl If thou do it not thou hast 
not delivered His message. 

The Koran, v, 71. 

What went ye out into the wilder- 
ness to see? A reed shaken with the 
wind? — But what went ye out for 
to see? A man clothed in soft rai- 
ment? — But what went ye out for 
to see? A prophet? — Yea, I say 
unto you, and more than a prophet. 

Matthew, xi, 7-9. 



El Eadj first appeared in the second number of the Ontam, 
September, 1897. 



N ow that the beloved minarets of our town, to 
which we have at last returned, are re-appearing 
beside the setting sun; now that the people, exhausted 
with fatigue and exhilarated with desire, are rushing 
towards it . . . AUahl is my task at an end? It is not 
my voice now that is guiding them. 

Ahl may they shout for love this evening on the 
threshold of their homes, since there they will find rest 
once more! For me, I choose to linger on in the desert. 
I have sealed my lips upon my secret for days and nights; 
1 have borne, unaided, the burden of my appalling false- 
hood; I have kept up my pretence to the very end; lest, 
seeking in vain the goal of our long wanderings and 
never finding it, my people should succumb to their 
miseries and no longer be able to continue on their 
way. 

Now, I can speak! I am alone. But in my despair what 
shall be my cry? 

For now I know that there are prophets who all day 
long hide from the flock they are guiding the anxiety, 
the bewilderment, alas! of their own souls, that they 
simulate their past fervour in order to dissemble that it 
is dead — that they sob when night comes and they find 
themselves alone — that they are but dimly lighted by the 
un-numbered stars and, perhaps, by the too distant Idea, 
in which, nevertheless, they have ceased to believe. 

But you. Prince, you are really dead; I myself laid you 
in the shifting sands; the wind blew; the sands rolled 
away like the waves of a great river and who can tell now 
the place of your vagrant sepulchre? — Was it you who 
led your people to the desert? Or were you yourself 
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led by some other? What did you find in the wilder- 
ness? There is nothing there. It was nothing, was it not, 
that you jfound in the wilderness? But you would have 
gone further still, if it had not been for death. Prince, 
it was I who brought the people back from the wilder- 
ness. 

Of a surety, I did not at first think myself a prophet; 
I did not feel I had any such call. I was only El Hadj, 
a mere teller of tales in the public places, and I was 
taken along with them because I could sing songs. I was 
told I had on my back the sign with which God marks 
his apostles; but I was not aware of it; if I had been, 
I should not have left the town; the fear of God would 
have prevented me from following them. But could I 
have imagined my history? A prophet, I? It was only 
the fate of others that I foretold. 

We started off in a serried troop, no one knew why or 
whither. They paid me to amuse them; so I joined them; 
I sang them love-songs in the tedium of their long march, 
and wept with them for the women we had not brought 
with us; and so I gained their affection. We advanced 
towards the desert. The Prince went before us, carried 
in his closed litter; not one of us could see him. At night 
he slept alone in his tent and not one of us went near 
him; his solitude was protected by slaves and mutes. By 
what means did he drag us after him? What mysterious 
tie bound us to him? It was as though his decisions were 
laid on us all without any intermediary. For no one trans- 
mitted any order from him; we had no chief but him, 
and he always kept silence. Or did he perhaps speak to 
his carriers? In any case his voice never reached our ears. 
So that we seemed to be following one who never ap- 
peared to be leading. But the strange thing was — and 
even then it surprised me — that our march seemed to be 
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pre-ordained and our road already laid out before us, as 
though others had already traced it. We astonished noth- 
ing on our way, and in the towns we approached, pro- 
visions were so easily found, and we were so little 
wondered at, that it seemed as though the expectation 
of our passage had already preceded us. And yet it was 
clear enough that we were not one of those caravans of 
merchandise which pass and repass from town to town, 
and which it is customary to receive. We might rather 
have been taken for some warrior troop, if we had car- 
ried more arms — but even before our peaceful intentions 
had become obvious, and even from a distance, no one 
was alarmed. 

As soon as we left the Prince’s domains, for manners’ 
sake, we no longer camped inside the towns but at the 
foot of their walls and facing East. When the town had 
oases round it, we no longer went in under the trees as 
soon as night came on. The chilliness of the air there 
was hurtful; we camped on the edge of the gardens and 
grew accustomed to seeing before us nothing but inter- 
minable spaces which stretched beyond the reaches of 
our souls. 

Sometimes in these gardens, before the close of day, 
I would walk, in the company of our purveyors, to fetch 
provisions from the market places, where the salesmen 
would barely question us; and indeed we soon found it 
difficult to understand their language; it was still our 
own, but their pronunciation of it was too different. 
And what could we have told them? Only that we had 
come from a Southern capital, and that during our long 
march Northwards, we saw the country becoming more 
and more desert-like. Sometimes, more for the sake of 
our own people than for these foreigners, who barely 
understood me, or even for the small children who, when 
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out camp was not too far from their town, would follow 
us and stay in the evening to sit, either in silence, or just 
whispering, beside our brushwood fire, showing no more 
astonishment at our travelling equipment, or at the rich 
embroideries that hung from our dromedaries’ necks, 
than just enough to make sure of them with their finger- 
tips — sometimes I would sing and go on singing late into 
the night, till sleep overtook me: 

The town we have left. 

Is, was, rich, great and beautiful. 

If we had not left it. 

We should never have spoken its name. 

For we knew of no others. 

Now we shall call it Bab-el-Khour, 

So that we may speak of it among ourselves. 

And carry its renown with us 
Through the lands we cross. 

Our town is fairer 

Than all the others we have seen. 

There are cafes in them where there is talk 

In the evening, and where beautiful women dance. 

The women we have left 

Weep for love as they await us. 

Each of us has many wives. 

And the least of them is still very beautiful. 

Outside our town there are fields of wheat and corn; 
The earth is rich with cereals. 

Our Prince is powerful among all princes; 

No one may approach him; 

No one has ever seen his face. 

Ah! blessed is the bride 

Who will gaze upon his countenance! 

What dowry will be rich enough for him? 
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What perfumes will scent her hair? 

Where is she awaiting the bridal festivities? 

To that place we will go. 

She languishes in the tedium of waiting 
Beside the pools of her vast gardens. 

No one may see her but the Prince, 

But on the wedding eve we shall taste 
In abundance of the milk of palms 
And of sweet wine. 

Thus, when the others were there, I sang the praises of 
our town, out of vanity — and 1 foretold ourselves a 
gorgeous future, so as not to be despised. But at night, 
when everybody had left me, I no longer felt such self- 
assurance, and, 

“Of a truth,” I said, “our town is great and beautiful, 
the one we have left; but the journey since then has been 
long, and as for the rest, what do we know of it? No 
doubt we must follow the Prince; but till when? and till 
where? And with what object is he leading us? No doubt 
the Prince knows; but to whom should the Prince speak?” 

And though they expected no answer to their wretched 
question, 

“The Prince will speak,” said I, “to me.” 

“How will you manage?” said they. “No one is allowed 
to approach him.” 

“We must have patience”, said I. “He who walks all 
night may enjoy the shade in the day-time.” 

And myself, as I said it, was full of hope. 

The next morning, while we were going on over the 
plain and the last shades were disappearing, I thought to 
myself: What is the use of my singing, if it is not for the 
Prince that I sing? To-night I will go close to his tent; 
everyone will be tired and asleep; the Prince, who has 
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not toiled by day, cannot sleep much at night; he will 
hear me, and I shall sing so sweedy that he will want to 
hear me again. All day long it was of this that I thought; 
fervour upheld me during the march, and the longing 
I felt for the night that I was going to j&ll with my song 
made its coming seem slow. 

When the night came: 

“O night!” I sang — and all was silent in the camp. 
The Prince’s tent, outside the camp, made an isolated 
promontory, and from this the vast desert stretched far 
away. 

“O night!” — and I broke off my singing with pauses, 
as if the wind, by carrying it away, would make the 
Prince regret not hearing the whole of it. . . , 

"‘A tent in the desert! 

A felucca on the waters! 

But of the sands, El Hadj, what am I to say?” . . . 
And I repeated my pilgrim’s name, thinking, and so it 
turned out, that the Prince would remember it after- 
wards, and might summon me to his presence. Then, as 
at that moment the huge moon dissolved in silence, 
thrilled, as I watched it, by an agonising emotion, wonder 
filled me that, after the day’s heat, the sands should still 
have kept enough light to give them such a gleaming 
appearance of azure; and I sang: 

“They are bluer than the waves of the sea. 

They were brighter than the sky ...” 

And suddenly, like someone lamenting, I cried: 

“For how many days have you kept saying, that our 
country’s hills are getting further and further away and 
that we no longer have anything to sustain our fidelity 
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but memories that are too distant? Since then, what have 
we seen in the wilderness? The wildernessi El Hadji 
What can you say of the wilderness? There is nothing 
there. Is it not true, tell me, that you have seen nothing 
in the wilderness? 

I have seen rivers, great rivers, disappear wholly in 
the sand; they did not, I suppose, flow into it; it was 
slowly that they sank into it; they disappeared in it like 
hopes. — Sometimes they re-appeared again further on; 
I do not suppose they rose; they simply came out of the 
sand again in a purer, filtered stream of water; they re- 
appeared like hopes. Further on there was nothing but 
sand; we had no idea what became of them. — Rivers, 
great rivers, it was not you that we went forth to see. 

Tell us! what did you see in the plain? 

The huge caravan passed through it. 

What can it have seen on the sand? 

Whitened bones; emptied shells; 

Nothing but traces; traces; traces. 

Wiped out by the wind of the desert. 

The immense wind of the desert passed by. 

Ah! What went ye out for to see in the plain? 

Was it a reed tormented by the wind? 

But what went ye out for to see in the plain? 

Was it then nothing you went out to see? . . 

When day came I was afraid I should be importuned 
by the others because of my singing; but they had not 
even heard it. 

We went on through the desert. 

When the next night came, I drew near again to the 
tent and when the crimson moon rose up over the 
desert: 
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“O night! great night!” ... I cried; then I went on in 
a much lower voice: 

“Like a boat on the waves. Prince, a tent is bearing 
you along. Whither is it bearing you?” And as that night 
I had brought my viol with me, from pause to pause 
I feigned with it an answer to my questions. 

“In the sun, before us, have you not swooned long 
enough, dismal wilderness? 

Desert! When the night comes, do you still never 
come to an end? 

Oh! if only the wind would carry me away on its 
wings to the further shore of this incandescent seal 

Oh! may it be to that place where the blood-stained 
moon, shepherd of the sky, goes to bathe, before return- 
ing to her pasture. 

Beside the pools of vast gardens, like the beloved on 
her wedding eve, she adorns herself; she gazes at her- 
self in the waters. 

Her lover awaits the wedding eve, Prince, beside the 
hidden springs.” 

Thus my words grew bolder, almost to the point of 
affirmation; and yet, and yet, what did I know? Was that 
prophecy? . . . And I went on singing in ever tenderer, 
ever more pathetic, or ever wearier accents: 

“Prince, where will this journey end? 

Will it be in the repose of death? 

Doubtless there are other gardens in the North, 

Under a gentle sky, where the palm-trees dwindle 
away. 

What are you dreaming of? Prince, are you asleep? 
Prince! Shall I ever see you? So that I may answer any 
children or grandchildren there may be, on how many 
countless evenings, ‘Yes, it was so,’ when they ask me, 
*E1 Hadj! El Hadji What was it you were taken to see in 
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the desert? Was it a Prince clad in sumptuous garments?’ 

Princel my whole soul is sighing; my soul languishes 
in longing for you. ...” 

And little by little, in keeping with my words, I felt 
myself possessed with love for him, so that, when, on 
the third night, as soon as I began to sing, I saw him 
come out of his tent in the light of the sky, clad in sump- 
tuous garments, but with his face veiled — and, as I was 
still asking and fearing to ask in vain: “Prince! what did 
you go forth to see in the desert?” — then, when in a 
voice more subtly soft than any song I had ever heard, 
his unhoped for answer came: — “A prophet — and more 
than a prophet — El Hadji Good pilgrim, you! to-morrow 
you shall come into my tent”, then, I turned silent 
and spent the night sobbing with love until the dawn 
came. 

But the next morning the desert was covered with 
mirages; for some time past the oases had come to an 
end; at most, in certain places where water was stag- 
nating, there rose a meagre wood of palm-trees, so en- 
hanced by the mirage that in the distance it had the 
appearance of a marvellous oasis. And nothing I assure 
you — lofty towns, palm-trees, pools — nothing, Allah! was 
a more bitter disappointment to us than these mirages. 
Sometimes, from early dawn, we marched towards them, 
and then till evening, only to have the desolation of seeing 
them, at first slowly, grow distant, and then, in the fad- 
ing of the sun, dissolve and disappear. — Thus from vir- 
tues to virtues we shall march in hope, El Hadj, until 
death, and sustain ourselves to the end by the visionary 
mirage of we know not what felicity — like a man, who in 
order to lull himself to sleep in it, might carefully prepare 
a dream for his irrevocable slumber. — O dead Prince! in 
your visionless slumber, are you still thirsting for spring 
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waters? — O visions of Paradise! happy is he in whom 
only the blackness of death can blot you out! Allah! it 
is you alone who are veritable. — I know there are some 
who say that such things are not unreal, that their objects 
are elsewhere and that we shall end by finding them — 
objects whose floating appearance, detached by too much 
heat, — approaches us ever nearer, ever more deceitfully 
within reach of our grasp. But since we could not grasp 
it, Allah! why did you offer it to us? — And in the morn- 
ing we were puzzled and disconcerted when the horizon 
looked ragged, — and even the past seemed to lose its 
inevitable certainty, so much, when we turned towards 
the sun, did everything appear to melt and turn almost 
fluid. — But what I wonder at now, what fills me with 
patience, is the thought, ah! poor people! how great was 
your confidence! it was that which gave rise to my com- 
passion . . . For, indeed, how did they know what was 
expected of them? What did they themselves expect? — 
In order to continue their march, it was enough for them 
to believe in a goal and that the Prince at any rate, knew 
what it was, and was leading them towards it with con- 
fidence. With what docility they followed, knowing noth- 
ing; for of what the Prince told me I did not think I 
could reveal anything; and moreover, they would not 
have understood. And what certainty, moreover, had he 
himself of the future he spoke of? If now he believed in 
this wedding, was it not only since he had heard me sing 
of it? But then he spoke so sweetly, so credulously, so 
confidently of the child to be born of it, who would bear 
his name rejuvenated, the name which so far no one had 
ever heard and which would gain the hearts of the whole 
people. He spoke of it with such grave conviction, that, 
in spite of the past and by very reason of my want of 
comprehension, I myself believed it. 
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“El Hadj!” he used then to say to me urgently, 
“you must believe in me with all your strength; the 
future needs it in order to come to pass/’ 

“Princel thanks to the strength of my love, I have 
believed in you.” 

“Sing now, El Hadj, sing the gardens where my love 
is awaiting me, but do not speak to me of her.” 

So, thinking of the monoformity of palm trees, I said 
to myself that, in order to make the dweller in the desert 
dream, I must speak of the countless ramifications of 
Northern vegetation, and of the variety of the tree-trunks; 
and I sang the depth of the forests, the ravines, the odour 
of leaves and moss, the mists of morning and of evening, 
the coolness of the night, the pleasantness of morning, 
the delicious moisture of the meadows. The Prince lis- 
tened to me slowly. I spoke of the easier toil, the sweeter 
pleasures; the brighter azure, the cooler air, the less 
burning nights. 

“Shall we soon be there?” he asked. 

“We shall be there soon”, I answered. 

“Go on singing, beloved El Hadj!” 

“Over there,” I sang, “the running waters are no 
longer salt. Ah! how delicious the icy pebbles of the 
rivers will feel to our feet . . .” 

Half the night went by in singing. 

I do not know whether my singing gave the Prince 
confidence, but I myself was extraordinarily encouraged 
by it. What I sang came into being; after singing of it I 
believed in it. In the presence of the people I usually 
wrapped myself in silence; it was enough for them to 
believe that the Prince was guiding them. And when I 
spoke, it was to say: 

“The Prince is your leader; he knows where it pleases 
him to go. But what can I say about that? What am I 
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myself in his eyes? In your eyes, it is true, I am a prophet; 
in the Prince’s eyes, a servant.” And I fell prostrate with 
my face turned towards his tent in sign of submission. 

Meanwhile every afternoon became more overpower- 
ingly hot. When the mirages did not form, there was 
absolutely nothing to be seen before one but the tawny 
sands of the desert, occasionally reaching the height of 
sand-hills. In order to occupy the time, I invented stricter 
observances and singular privations. We had brought 
hardly any women with us in our camp, but I fixed times 
for allowing them to be touched; yet the hearts of the 
people were not overflowing with love for the Prince 
as was mine. In their presence I behaved with haughti- 
ness, and in order to prevent them from asking questions, 
I said nothing that was not incoherent: to the submissive, 
I made promises of rewards, to the rebellious threats of 
punishment. Then I went back to be near the tent into 
which the Prince allowed me to enter only in the even- 
ing, and until evening came, I felt my confidence melting 
away, though once near the Prince, it once more revived. 
But, I know not by what means, when I had weakened 
during the day-time, in the evening, the Prince knew it. 

“El Hadji” he would say then, in an ever feebler voice, 
“it is on your faith that I lean; it is from your belief in 
me that I draw the certainty of my life.” 

I did not understand at the time, but, after each day 
of misgiving, in the evening I found him still a little 
feebler. Alas! that is why each morning my faith too 
awoke ever feebler; on the other hand, while I was re- 
gaining confidence all through the long night I spent 
beside him, he himself was in no way strengthened by it. 

“El Hadj!” he would say then, “doubting prophet! 
How slight is your love! Is it worth while that I should 
live on it?” 
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“Ohl” I would reply, “I love you, Prince, as much as 
it is possible for me to love you. It is at noon that every- 
thing falters; at night as I sit beside you, I am consumed 
with fervour. Why do I not spend the whole day in your 
tent? We should console each other during the long hours; 
in the day-time too I love you; I long for the night and 
weep that you do not show yourself to nie. Why do you 
not let us know you better? It is only you I desire to 
know. Ah! if I could see your face. Prince, what strength 
would be mine!” Then the Prince took my hand in his, 
and it gave me an agony of anxiety . . . My tenderness 
was increased, but my confidence was heart-stricken — 
so burning with fever was his hand. 

On the following day, between the long marches, near 
the tent which was already pitched, in the hopes that he 
would hear me, I went on with my singing: 

My tent sails over the desert 
As over a fiery sea. 

Canvas doors, let the wind blow you open! 

Doors of my tent, you are riddled with light. 
Blow open, O canvas doors. 

And let in my desire. 

But the wind barely did more than make the canvas 
flap like the sail of a ship. The Prince slept all day and 
did not hear my singing. Then I went on in more of 
a murmur: 

My sweet friend is asleep in his tent. 

I watch so that he may sleep. 

When I am alone it is because I await my friend. 

It is only at night that I go to him. 

This is now the hour of the fires of noon; 

The whole earth is perishing of thirst and fear and longing; 
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The hour when the will of brave men shakes with terror. 
When the mind of wise men is bewildered. 

When the virtue of the pure is adulterated, 

For thirst is the desire for love 
And love is the thirst for contact, 

And all that is not fire 
Grows pale in this ardour. 

There are some who, at the coming of evening, fail to 
recover their courage. 

So wearied are they by the fierceness of the heat; 

There are some who, throughout the desert, 

Have searched in vain for their straying thoughts. 

For my friend’s sake, 

I await without fear the gentle night. 

When night comes, my friend wakens; 

I go to him; we spend long hours consoling each other. 
He leads my eyes to wander in the gardens of the stars. 
I speak to him of the great trees of the North, 

And of the chilly pools where the moon, 

Shepherd of the sky, goes to bathe like a bride; 

He explains to me that only perishable things 
Have invented the only possible words 
And that those things which are not doomed to perish 
Are for ever silent, for they have all time in which to 
speak — 

And their eternity speaks for them. 

Hardly understanding why, I was frightened by these 
strange words of the Prince’s which I repeated in my 
song, singing thus because of the very silence of the desert. 

That night, when I saw him again in the dimly lighted 
tent, he was weary. 
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“Prince/’ I said, “I must have a token of the amity 
that unites us two — a token which, in default of you, 
I may possess and be able to look at in the course of 
the day.” 

“What!” said he, “don’t you understand, El Hadj, that 
you yourself are the token of the amity that binds the 
people and me? And that between you and me no sign 
is possible, since from you I am not hidden. What else 
do you want other than myself? You care for me, I know, 
but you do not care enough for your people; and yet all 
they know of me is yourself: it is with your features that 
I appear to them, and with your voice that I speak to 
them. You do not speak to them enough, so how do 
you expect them to love me?” 

Then, almost sadly, I thought, and in a voice that was 
a little changed, he added, “Yes, I will show you my 
face, but the sight of it will not bring satisfaction to your 
love”. And getting out of bed and tottering like the 
weakest of invalids, he raised the canvas of the tent and, 
under the paleness of the Heavens uncovered the paleness 
of his own face. He was beautiful with an unearthly beauty 
and seemed to be of another race than ours, but so un- 
utterably pale and with an expression so weary that lo! 
my faith began to disappear, and, in its stead, I felt my- 
self invaded by a wholly human love. And I stood before 
him, motionless and speechless, until, at last, falling at 
his feet ... I clasped his frail knees with my arms, and 
then thought I should faint away with tenderness, doubt, 
and desolation, as I felt, laid upon my all too burning 
forehead, the clammy warmth of his hand. 

It was the next day, in the evening, after a long march, 
and after crossing an ultimate sandhill, that there ap- 
peared, as in answer to our gasping, breathless desire, 
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The hour when the will of brave men shakes with terror, 
When the mind of wise men is bewildered. 

When the virtue of the pure is adulterated. 

For thirst is the desire for love 
And love is the thirst for contact. 

And all that is not fire 
Grows pale in this ardour. 

There are some who, at the coming of evening, fail to 
recover their courage. 

So wearied are they by the fierceness of the heat; 

There are some who, throughout the desert, 

Have searched in vain for their straying thoughts. 

For my friend’s sake, 

I await without fear the gentle night. 

When night comes, my friend wakens; 

I go to him; we spend long hours consoling each other. 
He leads my eyes to wander in the gardens of the stars. 

I speak to him of the great trees of the North, 

And of the chilly pools v/here the moon. 

Shepherd of the sky, goes to bathe like a bride; 

He explains to me that only perishable things 
Have invented the only possible words 
And that those things which are not doomed to perish 
Are for ever silent, for they have all time in which to 
speak — 

And their eternity speaks for them. 

Hardly understanding why, I was frightened by these 
strange words of the Prince’s which I repeated in my 
song, singing thus because of the very silence of the desert. 

That night, when I saw him again in the dimly lighted 
tent, he was weary. 
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“Prince,” I said, “I must have a token of the amity 
that unites us two — a token which, in default of you, 
I may possess and be able to look at in the course of 
the day.” 

“What!” said he, “don’t you understand, El Hadj, that 
you yourself are the token of the amity that binds the 
people and me? And that between you and me no sign 
is possible, since from you I am not hidden. What else 
do you want other than myself? You care for me, I know, 
but you do not care enough for your people; and yet all 
they know of me is yourself: it is with your features that 
I appear to them, and with your voice that I speak to 
them. You do not speak to them enough, so how do 
you expect them to love me?” 

Then, almost sadly, I thought, and in a voice that was 
a little changed, he added, “Yes, I will show you my 
face, but the sight of it will not bring satisfaction to your 
love”. And getting out of bed and tottering like the 
weakest of invalids, he raised the canvas of the tent and, 
under the paleness of the Heavens uncovered the paleness 
of his own face. He was beautiful with an unearthly beauty 
and seemed to be of another race than ours, but so un- 
utterably pale and with an expression so weary that lo! 
my faith began to disappear, and, in its stead, I felt my- 
self invaded by a wholly human love. And I stood before 
him, motionless and speechless, until, at last, falling at 
his feet ... I clasped his frail knees with my arms, and 
then thought I should faint away with tenderness, doubt, 
and desolation, as I felt, laid upon my all too burning 
forehead, the clammy warmth of his hand. 

It was the next day, in the evening, after a long march, 
and after crossing an ultimate sandhill, that there ap- 
peared, as in answer to our gasping, breathless desire, 
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the gentle azure plain of a lake or sea. Then, the delirious 
outcries of the foremost among the followers having 
made the others hasten onwards, there arose among the 
whole people an indescribable stir; as if the sight of so 
near a coolness afforded them hope enough to satisfy 
their longing and already sufficed for one evening to 
quench their thirst; prostrate, as though in prayer, they 
called to the waters, and their thirst, sensing it would so 
soon be slaked, turned to rapture. Songs arose and cries, 
as of a grateful and gratified sensuality; others among 
them danced. Not one of them had any further thought 
of going on; as if promises could suffice instead of satis- 
factions; as if thirst had ever been quenched by salt 
water, love by visions or hope by illusions. The shore 
was barely a league distant from us, but after our im- 
mense fatigue, this immense joy was shattering. No 
doubt, in his close-curtained bed, which was always at 
the head of the march, the Prince heard his people’s 
delirious shouts. The porters, on the downward slope 
of the sandhill, stopped, and the royal tent was 
pitched. The sun was setting in a gathering cloud of 
mist or dust, which was reddened by its slanting rays; 
the horizon beyond the sea melted away in golden love- 
liness; for a moment, the waters, in a reflection of 
the heavens, seemed incandescent, then, suddenly, as 
the great disc disappeared, night came, total and 
hermetic. 

I knew that sometimes the tides spread widely over 
stretches of flat ground and that the beaches of unknown 
seas are often dangerous; so that I was glad that we had 
stopped where we were still far off from the sea and 
high up on the hill-side. The camp was pitched; the 
evening lights shone brightly. The Prince’s tent, hardly 
lighted at all, stood out in front of the camp like an 
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isolated promontory; night seemed filled with the sea, 
— drew near the Prince’s tent. 

He was standing, having raised the tent door and was 
looking out; his face was unveiled and his eyes were 
scrutinising the darkness. When he saw me, “I cannot 
see the sea”, he said, “El Hadj!” 

He spoke mysteriously; hearing him pronounce my 
name, I felt an almost lover-like tenderness. 

“Because the night is dark”, I answered. “The moon 
will soon be rising.” 

“I cannot hear the sea, El Hadj.” 

“Oh, Prince, because it is very calm, and we are too 
far off.” 

“El Hadj!” he went on slowly, “it is on the other side 
of these waters that my wedding has been made ready 
and that our coming is awaited with growing expecta- 
tion. El Hadj, in spite of the dark, through the dark, 
where no one can see you, you must go down to the 
sea; the moon will rise when you reach the shore; look 
if you can see the other side; if the trees can be distin- 
guished — those great trees of which you sing. Go, my 
El Hadj! Beloved El Hadj! Go quickly and then come 
back to me directly.” 

I started at once; I set out in spite of my fatigue; I went 
down the slope of the sand-hills and was soon wrapped 
in a heavy cloak of darkness. Looking back towards the 
camp, I saw no light coming from it; it was hidden by 
an almost opaque fog, into which I plunged still further 
as I went down towards the shore. I trusted that the 
moon would light me back. I was tired, so tired that 
I forgot what it was I hoped for. I was astonished, I 
remember, at the faint, almost sickly odour of the air; 
the moisture it was charged with had not, as was to be 
expected, the sea’s rough and briny saltness, but brought 
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to mind rather the exhalations of marshlands. And 
suddenly, in front of me, as I walked, the mist shivered, 
quivered, silvered, opened, and, like a shepherd watch- 
ing his folds, the moon gravely took up her watch in 
the sky. 

She floated above a plain of inconceivable stillness. 
I was on the shore of a far-stretched mystery, where not 
a ripple stirred but over which laughed and shone the 
fair and indefinitely magnified image of the moon. The 
land came to an end insensibly; the flatness of the sand 
was simply prolonged into something else, which re- 
flected the solitude, but which I realised was not water. 
I went on; I went in; it was like some half-created matter, 
neither quite solid nor quite liquid, responsive to my foot 
and not altogether firm, but, as it were, imperfectly solidi- 
fied. On my left a spur of sand jutted out, on and on, 
a narrow promontory, on which was a growth of miser- 
able reeds. I walked on to it . . . then, it became, no, 
neither land nor water ... a kind of mud, of slush, 
covered by a thin crust of salt and faintly silvered by 
the moon. I tried to go on further; the fragile crust broke 
through; I sank into a loathsome soft mud. Catching 
hold of the reeds, crawling face downwards on my knees, 
I went back to rest on the sand. There I sat down; I 
looked about me; my astonishment was so great at the 
sight of this desolate sea and this salt-covered morass in 
which the weight of my body had dinted a hole — that 
I was conscious of nothing else, not even of my own 
utter hopelessness. Overcome with weariness and stupor, 
I looked at the moon, smiling serenely, as it were, over 
the pale expanse beneath her, and shedding her bright- 
ness on the dismal, unfathomable plain, more dismal 
even than the desert itself. 

And now the moon was higher still in the sky, shining 
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more brightly on the horizon, and showing on the other 
side of the sea another not very distant shore; and there 
seemed to be great trees bending on it. . . . But the sand 
on which I was sitting began to give way beneath me; 
I was obliged to leave the promontory and go back to 
the slope where the sea ended. There I lay down on the 
ground and there I felt my solitude and the surrounding 
immensity so absolute . . . and this sea, I said to myself, 
for all its narrowness, will not be any easier to cross . . . 
that all my virtue suddenly abandoned me; it did not 
take to flight, I suppose; it just disappeared like water 
disappearing in the sand; it vanished completely. I sud- 
denly felt without courage, like someone whose faith has 
completely deserted him. A desolation without tears, even 
vaster and as dismal as the desert, seemed to flow in on 
me, spread and overwhelm me. 

I was too tired to go back at once to the tents, and 
what could 1 have said to the Prince? And yet, in spite 
of everything, the night was so bright, so pure, so delight- 
ful, that my mind, discomposed as it was, took pleasure 
in it. Nevertheless, intoxicated by the night that precedes 
the dawn, and afraid of meeting persons who had already 
left the camp and gone down to the sea, and who, having 
realised its falseness, would harrass me in my grief with 
their foolish lamentations, as soon as I saw the night 
sink languishing at last on the sandhills, where whiteness 
was dawning, I went on my way back to the tents. 

Refulgence glimmering from all quarters of the skyl 
O! shaking knees, outstretched hands! anxious clinging 
to the shade! Prophet! Yes, I am he. — Prince! it was 
given to me to speak to your people when you could 
say no more. Ah! long marches in the desert; expectation 
of one knows not what; aching knees; increasing thirst; 
flight of uneventful hours; weary nights; dreary days; 
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oases fading away in the evening light. Trees of the 
North; groves vaguely longed for; ahl promontoriesi 
promontories thrust forth towards the sky, where one 
walks on and on; and then one’s strength gives way . . . 
White moonshine on the tentsi end of the night; reful- 
gence glimmering from all quarters of the sky . . . Then 
O raised canvas door! mysterious tent into which I 
enteredi Canvas door dropped down again, as silence 
drops down upon a secret; couch over which I leant, 
lighted by an expiring flame; couch horribly hollowed 
and looking empty, where the Prince lay lifeless. 

Prince, you were wrong; I hate you. For I was not born 
to be a prophet; it was your death that made me one; it 
was because you no longer spoke that I was obliged 
myself to speak to the people. . . . Peoples forsaken in 
the desert, it is only for you that I weep. — You, departed 
Prince, do I really hate you? Who knows? . . . But I am 
languishing with emptiness, with weariness, with hunger, 
because I loved you so; and the remembrance of those 
nights of yours makes my solitude more desolate. 

I had not loved the people before then, but from that 
time on I pitied them. Didyou love them? What was the 
good of your leading them so far away from the towns? 
For the sound of your wedding feast never reached us. 
We did not hear the songs of flutes and cymbals. My 
ears are expectant to the utmost. Where can that wedding 
have been celebrated that the rumours of it have already 
faded? Prince, I will tell no one. No one knows that it 
is in death that they have turned so silent. 

Prince, I have had to deceive the people, because you 
had already deceived them and because I knew and had 
taken pity on your falsehood. Prince, I prolonged your 
wretchedness beyond and further than your death. I re- 
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traced your whole journey backwards. You led the people 
into the desert; I led them back to the town where they 
could have their fill of food and drink as a recompense 
for the days of stretches of hunger which, indolent 
shepherd that you were, you made our only pasture in 
the long stretches of arid sands. 

The early dawn was quivering; it was the hour when 
on other days I used to leave the Prince. I came out of 
his tent with dry eyes and composed face. No one so 
far had gone down to the shore. I wanted to prepare 
their coming despair; make them look upon their fright- 
ful disappointment when they got down to the sea as 
a punishment; to invent some kind of crime; offer the 
people, as it were, the opportunity of committing a sin 
which would account for their punishment — so that they 
might consider their fate as more or less deserved and 
therefore, if not less grieved by it, at any rate, feel sub- 
mission and fear towards me. I, who had been led by 
love alone, I could only lead them by fear. And so, not- 
withstanding the impatience of their thirst, or rather, 
because of it, I said: 

“The Prince wishes to put your fidelity to the test. 
He does not intend to go down to this longed for shore 
after any one of you. ‘Am I not the first among them?’ 
he says. ‘Ought I not to be the first to step into this 
sea, to bathe in it, to drink of it? Woe then to him who 
goes down to it before me; such a one would be cruelly 
punished for this outrage, and not he alone. If indeed, 
there were only one of you to commit this sin, you 
would all undergo the penalty of his fault. For my wrath 
will exceed all expectation and will seem greater than 
the sin. I require,’ he said to me, ‘the people to fear me 
and I hope for their absolute submission; now this sin, 
even if committed by a single one of you, would be a 
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sign to me of an absolute lack of submission. But listen; 
I have no intention of going down to the sea, either 
to-day or to-morrow, but only on the morning after the 
second day; and that is where the test will lie; in spite of 
your thirst, you must wait. Before approaching the water, 
you must raise an altar to God as an act of grace, and 
in order to make sacrifices on it. This is how you will 
spend your two days. You must build this altar a very 
short distance away from the shore, without minding 
whether it is on shifting sand or not. You will find 
enough gypsum to make plaster and, at the foot of the 
sand-hills, blocks of conglutinated sand. Underneath the 
altar must be dug out, as it were a cellar. Start at once. 
I want you all to Work at it. I am impatient to begin 
sacrificing.’ ” 

During the tedious waiting of those two days, and 
notwithstanding the constraint put on them, the work 
went on quickly. I do not know whether perhaps one of 
them had not already disobeyed my order secretly. It 
did not matter. If they were all to obey, the sea would 
not be any different. It would always be possible to 
imagine that there had been one sinner for whom the 
others were suffering. They could not all know what 
each single one of them might have done. 

During the tedious waiting of those two days, the sea 
was of an azure blue . . . The other shore was vaguely 
visible, crowned with mirages, which varied with the 
course of the hours. I stayed beside the Prince’s tent, 
so as to make it easier for them to transgress. At night, 
I went down as far as the shore, knowing it to be treach- 
erous. I sat down near the edge, wholly possessed by 
gazing. The moon rose fuller than on the night before; 
as I was less astonished, I was better able to contemplate 
it. It seemed that the silence, there, was actual and real, 
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and that it was my worship. For I had not known before 
that a night could be so beautiful; and I felt in myself, 
deeper than I had thought any depth could be found in 
me, another love, a thousand times more fervent, gentler, 
more restful than the love I had felt for the Prince, 
and to which I thought this immense calm was a 
response. 

So that, more peaceful still, on this third night — ^when 
the moon came to lighten my steps down to the fore- 
shore; when, wearied pilgrim that I was, like a robber in 
the night, I had carried, had dragged the Prince by a 
fold of his cloak which had half covered his face, that 
Prince, whom I might have seen now in all his naked- 
ness, was no more than a corpse and not worth thinking 
of; when I had placed him under the narrow altar where, 
on the morrow, the people, in derisory penitence, would 
make their sacrifice — when I had stretched him in the 
narrow hollow I had had dug for that purpose . . . then, 
at last, in the desolation of deliverance from the love of 
my soul, alone in the night, I was able to cry my joy 
aloud and, flinging from me my dead past, give vent to 
my hope in sor^g. Before then, I had not suspected how 
tired I was of this pilgrimage, but that evening as I went 
down to the shore for the last time, it was without fear 
that I looked upon the sea, which after all was only to 
be feared by one who might think he would have to 
cross it. And I saw it then as something so beautiful, 
that I felt my yesterday’s faith very slowly shifting its 
ground; my adoration was as intense as ever, but now 
that the Prince was dead, it was diffused, spreading in- 
vincibly to the furthest limits of the infinite desert; and 
because my soul, possessed of deeper gravity, was imbued 
with majesty, I thought it was happiness. 

Now that I think that this is an impossibility, I doubt 
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whether I ever really attained happiness. I remember I 
wanted to sing, but I was unable to, since there was no 
longer anyone to sing to, so I said over and over again 
to myself alone, without understanding what I said, 
“Princel Who then is dead? How is it I am so much alive?’’ 

Joy? Perhaps. I did not then understand how great at 
that very moment was his triumph; for he was dead for 
me alone, for me, who was precisely the only one to 
love him. His emptied litter must always lead on at the 
head of the people. I must incessantly bear witness that 
I had seen him, and I could no longer speak save to 
transmit his words. I did not at first realise what a burden 
the reality of my falsehood put upon me, and that the 
dead Prince survived in my falsehood. For my love was 
fanned by constantly having to imagine him. I knew 
nothing of him but that he was dead, I could not imagine 
him anything but alive. Sometimes at night, in his tent, 
I slept — alone now. And my dreamless sleep seemed to 
me like a representation of his death; but sometimes the 
fact that other people were near his tent made me pre- 
tend that I was singing to him; then I remembered our 
nights together and grieved at the recollection of his 
face. My grief persisted desperately in simulating his pre- 
sence to the last. Every day his meals were brought to 
him as to a living person; every thing I did in order to 
represent him to others helped me to realise better that 
he was gone. The more I felt he should have been there, 
the more I knew that he was not. 

And from that day on, I was possessed by the thought, 
as wearing and as powerful as a desire, that I shall indeed 
enjoy the happiness of my soul, even now awaiting me, 
but only when I have been freed from the people and 
from love once and for all. 
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And now the people have left me; they have at last 
returned to their town. I have brought them back from 
the desert. They never loved me because I spoke my 
prophecies harshly, afraid as I was of becoming too piti- 
ful; neither did they love the Prince, for I put no words 
into his mouth that were not rough. I could not speak 
of love for him, since it would have been for a falsehood. 
I had to impose him on them to the very end; avoid any 
authorisation of weakness on my part. Since I had no 
power, was it not my duty to simulate? But I know now 
that if prophets there are, it is because they have lost 
their God. For if He did not keep silence, where would 
be the use of our words? 

No doubt too I have performed false miracles; I have 
made water gush forth from rocks; I have turned false 
springs to sweet and when there came a flight of quails, 
I said it was because I had prayed. When Boubaker re- 
volted, I do not know how I managed to quell the rebel- 
lion, unless it was that I acted in desperation. I used 
threats. After that no one had any doubt of my power; 
it was only I myself who failed to be convinced of it. 

My shepherd’s task is at an end; my soul is at last 
delivered. What now can I cry aloud for joy? There are 
no songs now that I can sing. No longer now, in the 
evenings, flooded with love, can I call aloud my verses 
in the open places of the town; no longer make the 
children dance. No longer now can I ever have known 
anything but the town, never have traversed the desert. 
— Now, El Had), what am I to do? That the Prince is 
dead — do I really know it? I remember the wedding 
feast that awaits him, as if he were in no way dead. . . . 

Here, here, inside the palace of the Town, I know that 
there is growing up a young brother of the Prince’s. Is 
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he waiting for my voice to guide him? And am I to start 
again with him and another troop of followers, a fresh 
story, which I shall recognise step by step? Or, like those 
unhappy creatures, filled with woe, and fed upon bitter 
ashes, shall I depart into the solitude alone? — ^like those 
who, hiding their secret, wander about grave-yards, 
seeking for rest in desert places, and never finding it. 
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PHILOCTETES 


or 

A Treatise of Three Ethics 


To Marcel Drouin 



Philoctetes was not written for the stage. It is an essay 
on three differing ethics. I have included it with the other 
treatises in this book, the better to show that it has no 
theatrical intentions. (Note by Andre Gide.) Philoctetes first 
appeared in the Pwue Blanche, ist December, 1898, having 
previously been announced under the title of Traite ^ 
I’lmmnde Blessm. A year later it was published by the 
Uerem de Prance. 



ACT I 


A gry lowering sky over a stretch of ice and snow. 

SCENE X 

(Ufysses and Neoptolemus) 

Neoptolemus 

Ulysses, everything is ready. The boat is moored. I 
have chosen a place where the water is deep and sheltered 
from the North, for fear the sea should be frozen by 
the wind. And though this island is so cold that it 
seems to be inhabited only by the birds of the cliffs, I 
have fastened our boat where no passer-by on the coast 
could see it. 

My soul too is ready; my soul is ready for the sacrifice. 
Speak now, Ulysses; everything is ready. For fourteen 
days, bending over the oars or the helm, you have spoken 
only the brutal words of command needed to preserve 
us from the waves; your obstinate silence soon put a 
stop to my questions. I understood that a great sadness 
was weighing on your beloved soul because you were 
leading me to my death. And I kept silence too, feeling 
that all words were too quickly carried away, by the 
winds and over the sea’s immensity. I waited. I saw the 
fair Skyrian beach, where my father had fought, vanish- 
ing behind us, behind the sea’s horizon: then the golden- 
sanded or rocky islands, which I loved because I thought 
they were like Pylos; thirteen times I saw the sun drop 
into the sea; every morning it rose again out of the 
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waters paler and paler and mounted less high and more 
slowly, until at last on the fourteenth morning we waited 
for it in vain; and since then we have been living, so to 
speak, outside of night and day. There was ice floating 
on the sea; and unable as I was to sleep because of the 
constant pale glimmer of the sky, the only words of 
yours that I heard were to give warning of the icebergs, 
from which the stroke of an oar was needed to save us. 
Now speak, Ulysses! I have made ready my soul; and 
unlike the rams of Bacchus which are led to the sacrifice 
covered with festive ornaments, but like Iphigeneia, ad- 
vancing to the altar, simple, seemly and unadorned. No 
doubt, I should have wished, like her, dying for my 
country without a complaint, to die at home among the 
Greeks, in a land of sunshine, and to show by my accepta- 
tion of death all my respect for the gods and all the 
beauty of my soul; my soul is valiant but has never 
known as yet what it is to fight. It is hard to die without 
glory. Yet, O ye gods! I am without bitterness, having 
slowly left all things behind me, men, sunny beaches . . . 
and now that we have reached this inhospitable island, 
without a tree, without a ray of light, where all greenery 
is covered with snow, where all things are frozen, where 
the sky is so white, so grey, that it looks like another 
plain of snow spread above our heads, far, far from 
everything ... so that it seem as though death were 
already here, and as though my mind, becoming hourly 
colder and purer, all passion spent, nothing is left now 
but for my body too to die. 

At least, Ulysses, tell me whether this mysterious Zeus, 
satisfied by the shedding of my faithful blood, will grant 
the Greeks victory; at least, Ulysses, you will tell them, 
won’t you, that that is why I go to my death without 
fear. . . . You will tell them. . . . 
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Ulysses 

Child, you are not going to die. Don't smile. I will 
speak to you now. Listen to me without interrupting. 
Would that the gods might be satisfied with the sacri- 
fice of one of us two! What we have come to do here, 
Neoptolemus, is not so easy as dying. . . . 

This island, which you take to be deserted, is not so 
at all. A Greek lives on it; his name is Philoctetes and 
your father loved him. Long ago he set sail with us in 
the fleet that bore us so hopefully and proudly from 
Greece to Asia; he was the friend of Hercules and one 
among our nobles; if you had not lived for so long at 
such a distance from our camp, you would already know 
his story. Who did not then admire his courage? Who, 
later on, did not call it rashness? It was by this that he 
was overborne when our oars were held up by an un- 
known island. The look of the shore was strange; bad 
omens had damped our courage. The gods' orders, said 
Calchas, being that we should make a sacrifice on this 
island, each one of us waited for someone else to go 
ashore; it was then that Philoctetes offered himself with 
a smile. On the beach a treacherous serpent bit him. He 
was still smiling when, on coming aboard again, he 
showed us a little sore place just above his foot. It got 
worse. Philoctetes soon stopped smiling. His face grew 
pale, then his anxious eyes filled with an anguished 
astonishment. After a few days his foot became swollen 
and heavy; and he, who never before had been heard to 
complain, began to groan lamentably. At first everyone 
surrounded him with attentions and tried to comfort 
and distract him; nothing was any good; what was wanted 
was a cure; and when it became clear that Machaon's art 
had no effect on his injury and as his cries too threatened 
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to affect our spirits, when our boat approached another 
island, this one, we left him on it, alone with his bow and 
arrows, which are our concern to-day. 

Neoptolemus 

Whatl alone! You left him, Ulysses? 

Ulysses 

Oh, if he had been going to die, we might have kept 
him some time longer, I think. But no. His injury is 
not mortal, 

Neoptolemus 

Then what? 

Ulysses 

Then should we have esteemed the army^s valour as 
less important than the distress, the lamentations of a 
single man? It’s obvious enough you didn’t hear him! 

Neoptolemus 

Were his cries so dreadful then? 


Ulysses 

No, not dreadful; plaintive; drenching our souls with 
pity. 

Neoptolemus 

Couldn’t someone at least have stayed with him, to 
look after him? Ill and alone, what can he do? 


He has his bow. 


Ulysses 
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His bow? 


Neoptolemus 


Ulysses 

Yes; Hercules’ bow. And then, I must tell you, my 
boy, that his diseased foot gave out over the whole ship 
the most intolerable stench. 

Neoptolemus 

Ah? 


Ulysses 

Yes. And then he was entirely taken up by his ailment, 
incapable from henceforth of any further devotion to 
Greece. . . . 


Neoptolemus 

It couldn’t be helped, no doubt. But we then, Ulysses, 
we have come . . . 


Ulysses 

Listen, Neoptolemus; you know what a length of years 
we spent before ill-fated Troy, at what expense of blood, 
and virtue and patience and courage; how many homes 
have been deserted, how many fatherlands forsaken . . . 
Nothing of all that has sufficed. The gods at last de- 
clared, through the priest Calchas, that only Hercules’ 
bow and arrows, by a supreme virtue, would bring vic- 
tory to Greece. So, we two having set forth — thanks be 
to the lot that was cast in our favourl — , it seems now 
that on this distant island, all passion spent, our lofty 
destinies will be at last accomplished and our souls here 
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Neoptolemus 

My father is dead, Ulysses; don’t speak of him; he 
died for Greece. Ahl to struggle, to suffer, to die for 
her — ask what you will of me — but not to betray a friend 
of my father’sl 


Ulysses 

Listen, my child, and answer me: are you not the 
friend of all Greeks rather than the friend of only one; 
and again, is not the land of one’s fathers more than a 
single mao? and would you consent to save a single 
man, if in order to save him, you had to be the ruin of 
Greece? 


Neoptolemus 

Ulysses, you are right, I would not consent. 

Ulysses 

And you agree that if friendship is a very precious 
thing, our country is more precious still? Tell me, 
Neoptolemus, what is virtue? 

Neoptolemus 

Teach me, sage son of Laertes. 

Ulysses 

Calm your passion; put duty above all things. 

Neoptolemus 
What is duty, Ulysses? 


78 



PHILOCTETES 


Ulysses 

The voice of the gods, the order of the city, the sacri- 
fice of ourselves to Greece; and as one sees a lover 
searching everywhere for the most precious flowers to 
offer as gifts to his mistress, wishing, indeed, to die for 
her, as if, poor wretch, he had no better gift than him- 
self, and if it is true that your fatherland is dear to you, 
what could you find that would be too dear to give her; 
and did you not agree just now that it was only after 
her that friendship came. What was dearer to Agamemnon 
than his daughter, if it was not his country? Make your 
sacrifice as on an altar . . . but Philoctetes himself, in 
this island where he lives alone, what has he more pre- 
cious than his bow to offer as a gift to his country? 

Neoptolemus 

Then, in that case, ask him, Ulysses. 

Ulysses 

He might refuse. I don’t know what his present temper 
may be, but I know that he was angry with the chiefs 
of our army because of his abandonment, and perhaps 
he himself angers the gods by his frame of mind and by 
having so vilely ceased to desire our victory. And per- 
haps the gods in their anger intend to chastise him still 
further through us. If he is forced into virtue by being 
obliged to give up his arms, the gods may treat him with 
less severity. 


Neoptolemus 

But, Ulysses, can the acts we do against our own will 
be meritorious? 
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Ulysses 

Do you not think, Neoptolemus, that the most im- 
portant thing of all is that the gods’ commands should 
be carried out, even though they may be carried out 
without the approval of every single individual? 

Neoptolemus 

I agreed with everything you said at first, but now I 
don’t know what to say, and it even seems to me that . . , 

Ulysses 

IlushI Listen! . , . Don’t you hear anything? 

Neoptolemus 

Yes. The sea. 

Ulysses 

No. It’s Philoctetes! His frightful screams are begin- 
ning to reach us. 

Neoptolemus 

Frightful? I can hear nothing on the contrary but the 
most musical singing. 

Ulysses {listening 

It’s true. He’s singing. How kind of him! Now that 
he s alone, he sings! When he was with us, he screamed. 

Neoptolemus 

What is he singing? 
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Ulysses 

The words aren’t distinguishable yet. Wait a moment. 
He’s coming nearer. 

Neoptolemus 

He has ceased singing. He has stopped. He has seen 
our footsteps on the snow. 

Ulysses (laughing) 

There! now he has begun to scream again. Ah! 
Philoctetes! 


Neoptolemus 

Yes, you’re right. His screams are horrible. 

Ulysses 

Go and lay my sword on that rock, so that he may 
recognise a Grecian weapon and know that the foot- 
marks he has seen are those of one of his countrymen. 
Make haste. Here he comes! — That’s right. — Come now; 
let’s hide behind that mound of snow. We shall see him 
without his being able to see us. What curses he will 
utter! ‘‘Wretch!”, he will say, “perish the Greeks who 
abandoned me! Chiefs of the army! Thou, wily Ulysses! 
You Agamemnon, Menelaus! May they in their turn be 
stricken like me! O Death! Death! whom I call upon 
every day, will you always be deaf to my lamentations? 
Will you never come? O cavern, rocks, promontories, 
dumb witnesses of my sufferings! will you never . . 

{Philoctetes enters; he sees the helmet and arms placed in the 
middle of the stage, Philoctetes is silent,) 

8i 



ACT II 


{Ulysses, Philoctetes, Neoptolemus. All seated) 
Phxloctetes 

Truly, Ulysses, it is only since I have lived apart from 
others that I have come to understand what is called 
virtue. A man who lives with others is incapable, incap- 
able, believe me, of a pure and really disinterested action. 
For instance, you . . . you have come here . . . what 
for? 


Ulysses 

Why, to see you, dear Philoctetes. 

Philoctetes 

I don’t believe a word of it and I care less. My pleasure 
at seeing you again is great and suffices me. I have lost 
the talent of searching for the motives of actions, ever 
since my own have no longer any secrets. In whose eyes 
should I want to appear what I am? My only care is to 
be. I have ceased to groan, knowing that here there is 
no ear to hear me; ceased to long, knowing that here 
nothing can be granted me. 

Ulysses 

Why did you not cease to groan sooner, Philoctetes? 
We should have kept you with us. 
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Philoctetes 

That could not be, Ulysses. When with other people, 
my silence would have been a falsehood. 


While here? 


Ulysses 


Philoctetes 

My suffering has no need of words to be known, since 
I am alone to know it. 


Ulysses 

Then, since we left you, you have been silent, 
Philoctetes? 


Philoctetes 

By no means. But since I no longer make use of my 
lamentations to express my suffering, they have become 
very beautiful; so much so that they are a consolation 
to me. 


Ulysses 

So much the better, my poor Philoctetes. 

Philoctetes 

Oh, above all, don’t pity mel I have ceased to long, 
I told you, because I knew there was nothing to be 
obtained. . . . Nothing to be obtained from the outside, 
it is true, but a great deal from myself; it is since then 
that I have begun to long for virtue; my soul is entirely 
taken up with it, and in spite of my pain, I am able to 
rest at peace; I was resting so, at any rate, when you 
arrived. ... You are smiling? 
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Ulysses 

I sec you were able to distract yourself. 

Philoctetes 

You listen without understanding me. Don’t you 
admire virtue? 

Ulysses 

Yes; my own. 

Philoctetes 

What kind is that? 

Ulysses 

You would listen without understanding me. . . . We 
had better talk of the Greeks. Did your solitary virtue 
make you cease to remember them? 

Philoctetes 

Cease to feel angry with them, yes certainly. 

Ulysses 

Listen, Neoptolemusl So that the success of the war 
for the sake of which . . . 

Philoctetes 

. . . you left me. . . . What do you want me to say, 
Ulysses? If you left me, it was to be victorious, wasn’t 
it? So for your sake, I hope victory is yours. . . . 

Ulysses 

And if otherwise? 
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Philoctetes 

Otherwise we should have believed Greece to be 
greater than she was. I, in this island, you see, have 
made myself from day to day less of a Greek, from day 
to day, more of a man. . . . And yet when I set eyes on 
you, I feel ... Is Achilles dead, Ulysses? 

Ulysses 

Achilles is dead. My companion here is his son. Whatl 
Are you sobbing, Philoctetes? That peace you were so 
proud of . . . 

Philoctetes 

Achilles! . . . Oh, my child, let me stroke your lovely 
brow ... It is a long, long time since my hand touched 
anything that was not cold. Even the bodies of the birds 
I kill, as they fall on the water or the snow, are as icy, 
when my hands approach them, as those upper regions 
of the air they fly through . . . 

Ulysses 

For a person who is in pain you express yourself 
very well. 

Philoctetes 

Wherever I may go, I ^m still and always a son of 
Greece. 

Ulysses 

But here you have no one to speak to. 

Philoctetes 

I have told you; didn’t you understand? I express my- 
self better now that I can no longer speak to men. My 
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only occupation between hunting and sleeping is think- 
ing. My ideas which, in this solitude, are disturbed by 
nothing, not even by pain, have taken so subtle a turn 
that at times I find difficulty in following them. I have 
learnt more secrets about life than ever my masters taught 
me. I spent my time too in recounting my sufferings to 
myself and, if my sentence was very beautiful, it was so 
much of a consolation; sometimes even I forgot my sor- 
rows in relating them. I understood that words were 
more beautiful when they were no longer used for ques- 
tions. As there was neither ear nor mouth beside me, it 
was only the beauty of my words that I used; I cried 
them aloud to the whole island, along all the beaches; 
and the island, as it listened, to me seemed less solitary; 
nature seemed to be like my sadness; it seemed to me 
I was her voice and that the rocks in their dumbness 
were awaiting it to tell their illnesses; for I understood 
that everything about me is ill . . . and that this cold is 
not normal, for I remember Greece . . . and I slowly 
fell into the habit of crying aloud tljte desolation of all 
things rather than my own; it seemed to me better, so to 
speak, and besides that desolation was the same and I 
was so far consoled. And then, it was in speaking of 
the sea and its unending waves that I made my most 
beautiful sentences. Shall I confess it, Ulysses? — Ulysses! 
— some of them were so beautiful that I sobbed with 
grief at the thought that no man could hear them. His 
soul, I thought, would have been changed by them. 
Listen, Ulysses, listen! No one has heard them yet. 

Ulysses 

You have fallen into the habit too, I see, of talking 
without any danger of being interrupted. Go on then, 
recite! 
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Philoctetes (declaiming) 

Innumerable smiles of the sea- waves . . . 

Ulysses (laughing) 

But, Philoctetes, that’s Aeschylus! 

Philoctetes 

Perhaps . . . Do you mind? (Continuing) Innumerable 
sobs of the sea-waves. . . . 

(Silence) 

Ulysses 

And then . . . ? 

Philoctetes 

I don’t know. ... I am confused. 

Ulysses 

Never mind! You’ll go on with it another time. 

Neoptolemus 
Oh! do go on, Philoctetes! 

Ulysses 

Dear me! The boy was listening! 

Philoctetes 

I can’t speak now. 

Ulysses (rising 

rU leave you to collect your thoughts. I’ll be back 
soon, Philoctetes. But tell me. Is there any captivity so 
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hard as to be without a moment’s rest, a moment’s 
forgetfulness, a moment’s respite? 

Philoctetes 

You are right, Ulysses; one day I shot a bird and it fell; 
my arrow had only injured it and I tried to bring it back 
to life. But how hope to keep this aerial emotion which 
skims over the hardened earth where cold gives even 
the water, frozen as it is, the shape of my logic-fashioned 
thoughts! The bird died; in a few hours I saw it die; to 
keep it warm a little longer I smothered it with kisses 
and the warmth of my breath. It died of its longing 
for flight. . . . 

It even seems to me, dear Ulysses, that the torrent of 
poetry as soon as it leaves my lips, becomes petrified 
and dies from not being able to procreate; and the in- 
ward flame that gave it life becomes fainter and fainter. 
Soon, though still alive, I shall become wholly abstract. 
The cold is overwhelming me, dear Ulysses, and now I 
am terrified, because I feel that in this cold, in its very 
rigour, there is beauty. 

1 walk with assurance on things and on fluids that 
have hardened. Without ever dreaming now, I think. 
I never taste now of hope, and am therefore never in- 
toxicated. If, in this place, where everything has the 
hardness of stone, I set down — no matter what, be it 
only a single grain — 1 find it again, long after, exactly 
the same; it will never have germinated. Here, nothing 
becomes, Ulysses: everything is; everything remains. 
Here, at least, one can speculate! I kept the dead bird; 
here it is; the air is too cold for it ever to decay. And 
my acts, Ulysses, and my words, as if they too were 
frozen, are fixed in permanence, surrounded as with a 
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circle of established rocks. And as I still find them there, 
day after day, all passion turns silent, I feel Truth becom- 
ing ever firmer — and I want my actions too to become 
ever more and more solid, ever more and more beauti- 
ful; true, pure, crystalline, beautiful, beautiful, Ulysses, 
like those bright and crystal icicles, in which, if the sun 
were to appear, there would appear too in me the whole 
sun, in all its entirety. Let me not stop a single one of 
Zeus's rays, let every single one traverse me like a prism, 
and may its refracted light make my actions adorable. 
I want to attain to the greatest possible translucency, to 
the suppression of my opacity, so that, beholding me 
act, you yourself would feel the light . . . 

Ulysses (go^ng away) 

All right, Philoctetes, good-bye. {J?ointing to Neop- 
tokmus) You had better talk to him, as he seems to be 
listening to you. 

{Exit) 

Neoptolemus 

Philoctetesl Teach me virtuel 
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SCENE I 

(Eater Philoctetes) 

Philoctetes (in an agitated state of surprise and ffdef) 

Oh, Philoctetes, what blindness is yours! Acknowledge 
your mistake, lament your folly! To think that the mere 
fact of seeing Greeks again should have so enchanted 
you . . . Did I hear rightly? Oh, yes! Ulysses was seated 
and Neoptolemus was beside him; as they didn’t know 
I was neat, they didn’t even lower their voices. Ulysses 
was instructing Neoptolemus, teaching him how to cheat 
me; he said . . . Wretched Philoctetes! it’s in order to 
get hold of your bow that they have come all this way. 
How much they must want it! Precious bow! Oh, the 
only possession that is left me. And without it. . . . (He 
listens!) Someone is coming! Defend yourself, Philoctetes! 
Your bow is stout, your arm is strong, your aim is sure. 
Virtue! Virtue! How much I loved you when I was alone! 
In their absence, my silent heart had grown calm. Ah! 
I understand now what that friendship of theirs was 
worth! Is my country really Greece? Ulysses, I hate you! 
And you, Neoptolemus . . . And yet, how he listened to 
me! What sweetness! A child — as beautiful, ah! more 
beautiful than ever your father was . . . How can so 
pure a brow hide such thoughts? “Virtue”, said he. 
Philoctetes, teach me virtue.” What did I answer? I can 
remember nothing now but him . . . And what does it 
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matter now how I answered himi (He listens.) Steps! . . . 
Who is that? Ulysses! (He seizes bis bow.) No — Neoptolemus. 

(Enter Neoptolemus) 

Neoptolemus (calling) 

. . . Philoctetes! (He draws near and as if on the point of 
fainting^ Oh! I am ill! . . . 

Philoctetes 

111 ? . . . 

Neoptolemus 

It’s you who have upset me. Give me back my calm, 
Philoctetes. Everything you said has taken root in my 
heart. While you were speaking, I didn’t know what to 
answer. I could only listen. In all simplicity my heart 
opened to your words. And now that you have stopped 
speaking, I have not yet stopped listening. But now 
everything has become confused. I am waiting, in ex- 
pectation. Speak! I have not heard enough . . . One must 
sacrifice oneself, you said? 

Philoctetes (unresponsive) 

Sacrifice oneself. 


Neoptolemus 

But Ulysses says that too. Sacrifice oneself to what, 
Philoctetes? He says to one’s country. . . . 

Philoctetes 

To one’s coxmtry. 

Neoptolemus 

Oh! Speak to me, Philoctetes; you must go on now. 
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Philoctetes [evasively) 

Boy, do you know how to shoot with a bow? 

Neoptolemus 

Yes. Why? 

Philoctetes 

Could you string this one? 

Neoptolemus [disconcerted) 

You want ... I don’t know. [He tries.) Yes; perhaps. 
—There! 

Philoctetes [aside) 

What easel It’s as though . . . 

Neoptolemus [hesitating) 

And now . . . 

Philoctetes 

I have seen what I wanted to see. 

[He takes the bow hack) 

Neoptolemus 
I don’t understand you. 

Philoctetes 

No matter, alas! . . . [Changing his mind,) Listen, my 
child. Don’t you believe that the gods are above Greece, 
and that the gods are more important than she is? 

92 



PHILOCTETES 


Neoptolemus 
No, by Zeus, I don’t believe that. 

Philoctetes 

But why not, Neoptolemus? 

Neoptolemus 

Because the gods I serve are only the servants of 
Greece. 


Philoctetes 

What! Are they in subjection? 

Neoptolemus 

Not in subjection. ... I don’t know how to say it. 
. . . But, look here! You see they aren’t known outside 
Greece; Greece is their country as well as ours; when 
I serve her, I serve them; they are the same as my country. 

Philoctetes 

But I can talk about it — who no longer belong to 
Greece — and ... I serve them. 

Neoptolemus 

Do you think so? Oh, poor Philoctetes! One doesn’t 
escape from Greece as easily as that . . . and even . . . 

Philoctetes {attentively) 

And even? . . . 
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Neoptolemus 

Oh, if you only knew! Philoctetes . . . 

Philoctetes 

If I knew . . . what? 

Neoptolemus {thinking better of it) 

No, speak you! I have come to listen to you, and you 
keep asking questions. . . . And I quite realise that 
Ulysses’ virtue and yours are not the same. . . . But 
when you ought to speak, you, who were so good at 
speaking just now, you hesitate. . . . Sacrifice oneself to 
what, Philoctetes? 


Philoctetes 

I was going to say “To the gods.” . . . But it seems 
now that there’s something above the gods, Neoptolemus. 

Neoptolemus 

Above the gods! 

Philoctetes 

Yes, since I do not act in the same way as Ulysses. 

Neoptolemus 

Sacrifice oneself to what, Philoctetes? What is there 
above the gods? 

Philoctetes 

There is . . , (Taking his head in his hands^ as though 
overcome,) I don’t know any more. I don’t know. . . . 
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OhI OhI oneself! ... I can^t find word any more, 
Neoptolemus. . . . 

Neoptolemus 

Sacrifice oneself to what? Tell me, Philoctetes. 

Philoctetes 

Sacrifice oneself . . . sacrifice oneself . . . 

Neoptolemus 

You are crying! 

Philoctetes 

Oh, my boy! if only I could show you what virtue 
is . . . {Standing up abruptly.) I hear Ulysses coming! 
Good-bye . . . {Going.) Shall I see you again? 

Neoptolemus 

Good-bye. 

{Enter Ulysses) 

Ulysses 

Am I in time? Did you speak well, my pupil? 

Neoptolemus 

Thanks to you, better than he did. But what does it 
matter? Ulysses ... he gave me his bow to string! 

Ulysses 

His bowl Absurd! And why didn’t you keep it, son 
of Achilles? 
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Neoptolemus 

What is the use of a bow without arrows? Whilst I 
had the bow, he prudently kept back the arrows. 

Ulysses 

Clever fellow! Do you think he suspects anything? 
What did he say? 

Neoptolemus 

Oh, nothing! Almost nothing. 

Ulysses 

Did he go on declaiming about his virtue? 
Neoptolemus 

Though he had been so eloquent a little before, as 
soon as I began to question him he turned silent. 

Ulysses 

There! You see! 


Neoptolemus 

And when I asked him what there is one can sacrifice 
oneself to if not to Greece alone, he said , . . 

Ulysses 

What did he say? 

Neoptolemus 

That he didnT know. And when I said that even the 
gods (as you had taught me) were submissive, he an- 
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swered, “Then there must be something above the gods, 
something . . 


What? 


Ulysses 


Neoptolemus 

He said he didn't know. 

Ulysses 

So! you see, Neoptolemus! 

Neoptolemus 

No, Ulysses, it seems to me I imderstand now. 

Ulysses 

You understand what? 

Neoptolemus 

Something. For, after all, in this island which was so 
solitary when we weren't there, what was there for 
Philoctetes to sacrifice himself to? 

Ulysses 

You said it yourself — ^nothing! What is the use of 
solitary virtue? In spite of all his beliefs, it is wasted 
without an object. Of what use are all his fine phrases, 
beautiful as he thinks them. Did they convince you? No, 
nor me either. 

If he is living here alone in this island, it is, as I have 
shown you, to free the army from his groans and his 
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Stench; that was his first sacrifice; that is his virtue, what- 
ever he may say. His second virtue will be, if he is as 
virtuous as all that, to console himself for the loss of his 
bow by thinking it is for the sake of Greece. What other 
self-sacrifice can one imagine if not for the sake of one’s 
country? He was expecting us, you know, to come and 
offer it to him . . . But, as he might possibly refuse, we 
had better force his virtue, impose the sacrifice on him 
— in fact, I think the wisest plan is to send him to sleep. 
You see this litde bottle . . . 

Neoptolemus 

Oh, don’t talk so much, Ulysses. . . . Philoctetes just 
now was silent. 


Ulysses 

Because he had nothing more to say. 

Neoptolemus 

And was that why he cried? 

Ulysses 

He cried because he was mistaken. 

Neoptolemus 

No, it was because of me that he cried. 

Ulysses {smiling) 

Because of you? . . . One begins doing a thing out of 
folly, and one goes on to call it virtue out of pride. 

Neoptolemus {pursting into tears") 

UlyssesI You don’t understand Philoctetes . . . 
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(Pbiloctetes is seated, alone. He seems to be overcome with gief, 
or else to be meditating. Neoptolemas enters running) 

Neoptolemus 

If only I’m in time to find himl . . . OhI there you 
are, Philoctetes. QuickI Listen. We came here to do 
something shameful; but be nobler than us! Forgive me. 
We came . . . ohI I blush to say it ... to steal your bow, 
Philoctetesl 


Philoctetes 

I know you did. 

Neoptolemus 

You don’t understand ... to steal your bow, I tell 
you. Oh, defend yourselfl 

Philoctetes 

Against whom? Against you, dear Neoptolemus? 
Neoptolemus 

No, of course not against me. I love you; I have come 
to warn you. 

Philoctetes 

And so you are betraying Ulysses. . . . 
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Neoptolemus 

And I’m in despair. . . . It’s to you I want to sacrifice 
myself. Do you love me? Answer me, Philoctetes. Is that 
virtue? 


Child! 


Philoctetes 


Neoptolemus 

Look what I’ve brought you. This bottle is intended 
to send you to sleep. But I’m going to give it to you. 
Here it is! Is that virtue? Speak to me. 

Philoctetes 

Child! the highest virtue can only be reached step by 
step. What you are doing now is nothing but a start. 

Neoptolemus 

Then teach me, Philoctetes. 

Philoctetes 

This draught was to send me to sleep, you say? (Taking 
the bottle and looking at it.) Tiny bottle! You, at any rate, 
will not fail in your object. Do you see what I am doing, 
Neoptolemus? 

(He drinks) 

Neoptolemus 

Oh, wretched man! But it’s . . . 
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Philoctetes 

Go and tell Ulysses. Say ... he can come now. 
{JSieoptolemuSy in consternation^ rushes outy shouting as he goes) 

Philoctetes (a/one) 

You will admire me, Ulysses; I shall force you to 
admire me. My virtue overtops yours and you are lowered 
in your self-esteem. Virtue of Philoctetes, know yourself 
uplifted! Enjoy the satisfaction of your beauty! Neop- 
tolemus, why didn’t you take my bow at once? The more 
you loved me, the more difficult it was for you: your 
self-sacrifice has not been great enough. Take them . . . 
(Looking round,) He has gone . . . 

That draught had a horrible taste. The mere thought 
of it makes my gorge rise; I wish I could go to sleep 
quicker. Of all self-sacrifices, the maddest is the sacrifice 
of oneself for others, for that makes one their superior. 
I am sacrificing myself, yes, but not for Greece . . . 
I regret only one thing and that is that my sacrifice will 
be of service to Greece . . . But no, I don’t even regret 
that . . . But then don’t thank me: it’s for my own sake 
I am doing it, not for yours. — Ulysses, you will admire 
me, won’t you? But will you admire me, Ulysses? Ulysses! 
Ulysses! But where are you? Understand me: I am sacri- 
ficing myself, but not for my country ... for something 
else, I tell you; for ... for .. . what? I don’t know. 
Will you understand? Ulysses! Perhaps you’ll think I am 
sacrificing myself for Greece! Oh, that bow, those arrows 
will be used in her service . . . Where can I throw them? 
The sea! (He tries to run^ but sinks downy overcome bj the 
sleeping draught ^ I have no strength. Ah! my head is 
swimming. . . . He’s coming. . . . 
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Virtue! Virtue! I try to find some exaltation in your 
bitter name; have I exhausted it already? The pride on 
which I leant is shaking, is giving way. My whole self 
is slipping from me. 

“Nothing by starts. No leaps and bounds,” I said to 
him. “No leaps and bounds!” To undertake what is 
beyond one’s strength, Neoptolemus, that is what is 
called virtue. Virtue! ... I no longer believe in it, 
Neoptolemus. But listen to me, Neoptolemus! Neop- 
tolemus, there is no such thing as virtue. Neoptolemus! 
He can’t hear me . . . 

(He falls down overcome and goes to sleep. Ulysses enters with 
Neoptolemus and catches sight of Philoctetes) 

Ulysses 

(To Neoptolemus) 

And now, leave me alone with him. 

(Neoptolemus^ a prey to the most violent emotion^ hesitates to 

leave) 

Yes, yes! go away! No matter where! Go and get the 
boat ready, if you like. 

(Neoptolemus goes) 

Ulysses 

(He goes up to Philoctetes and bends over him) 

Philoctetes! Can’t you hear me, Philoctetes? Will you 
never hear me again? What am I to do? I wanted to tell 
you . . . that you have vanquished me, Philoctetes. And 
I can see virtue now; and I feel its beauty to be so great, 
that in your presence I no longer dare act. I feel my duty 
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to be crueller than yours, because I feel it to be less 
august. Your bow — cannot, I will not take it now: you 
have given it. Neoptolemus is a child: it is for him to 
obey. {Neoptolemus re-enters^ Ah! There he is! Qn a com- 
manding voiced And now, Neoptolemus, take the bow and 
arrows and carry them to the boat. 

{Neoptolemus^ in despair^ bends over PhilocteteSy then^ falling 
on his knees ^ kisses him on the forehead) 

Ulysses 

I order you. Is it not enough to have betrayed me? 
Must you betray your country too? See how he has 
sacrificed himself to it. 

{Neoptolemus submissively takes up the bow and arrows and 
goes off) 

And now good-bye, relentless Philoctetes. Do you 
despise me very much? Ah! I wish I knew! . . . How I 
should like him to know that I think him admirable . • . 
and that . . . thanks to him, we shall be victorious. 

Neoptolemus {calling from a distance) 

Ulysses! 


Coming! 


Ulysses 
(He goes out) 
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(Pbihctetes, alone, seated on a rock. The sun is rising in a 
perfectly pure sky. On the sea a boat is sailing cmay in 
the distance. Philoctetes gashes at it for a long time) 

Philoctetes (pety calm, murmurs) 

They will never come back; there’s no bow for them 
to take now ... I am happy. 

{His voice has become extraordinarily sweet and beautiful; 
flowers are springing up through the snow about him; birds fly 
down from heaven to feed him) 
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To Mme. Lucie Deurue-Mardrus 



Bitbsabi appeared in the Review Vers et Prose in the number 
dated December, 1908, to Match, 1909. Its two first scenes 
had already come out in I’Ermitage in the January and 
February numbers of 1903. 



SCENE I 


David, King of JudaA 
JOAB, Chief of David’s army 

(King David, dressed partly like a priest and partly like a 
warrior, is prostrate on the ground reciting a prayer which 
he has just finished composing) 

David 

“Even the strong man faileth, the young man faltereth, 
But he that putteth his trust in the Lord . . 

(Better Joab) 

You are too early, Joab, I have not yet finished my prayer. 
Do not speak. Where was I? . . . Ahl 

“He will never stumble. 

The Lord will lend strength to him that is weary; 

His wings shall grow like an eagle’s.” 

I had first written “their wings, like those of eagles, will 
grow . . .” 

But “His wings shall grow like an eagle’s” is better. 
What do you want, Joab? 

Joab 

The Hittite has come back. 


H 
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David 

Who is this Hittite? From where has he come back? 

JOAB 

From the siege of Rabbah, and he has brought news of it. 
For that matter he is nothing but an ordinary soldier 
And the King . . . 


David 

Poohl Are you jealous of him, Joab? 

Uriah the Hittite is the bravest of my soldiers. 

I pretended not to know it; so as to hear you telling lies. 
Shall I forget who triumphed over the Philistines at Gath? 
Who defended the fields of Pas-Dammim against them? 
Tell me. Who smote the two lions of Moab? He did. 
And the four giants, Rapha’s sons? It was he. 

Joab 

Perhaps . . . 

David 

And once more: At harvest time. 

In the cave of Adullam, I sought in vain for something 
cool. 

The Philistines were encamped in the valley; 

Bethlehem had been occupied by them for two days. 
You know that at Bethlehem there is a well of fresh water; 
I was athirst that day. 

And longed for its water. . . . 

Who was it crossed the enemies’ camp? 

Who risked his life to bring me a cupful? 

Who was it? Answer me that. 
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It was Uriah the Hittite. 

And it’s in vain, Joab, that you pretend to have forgotten 
these things; 

I should still remember them on the very edge of the 
tomb. 

And I don’t want it to be said that 

The King can be served without recognition. 

I intend that Uriah shall eat at my table; 

All I possess is his. 

I expect him in the palace. Let him know it. 

(Joab siffis to a servant and passes him the King*s order) 

He is Nathan’s friend, is he not? 

Joab 

The prophet Nathan’s? Yes, Sire. 

(Joab makes as though to go out) 

David 

Don’t go, Joab. 

(J^he King remains silent for a few moments) 

I’m afraid of the prophet Nathan. That makes you smile? 
It’s because you don’t know his powers. 

The people obey him; 

I myself, in his presence, I am like a shy child; 

When he says, “The Everlasting” it is as if one heard 
God Himself. 

No doubt I have heard other prophets speaking; 

They prophesy, and then they are silent; 

This one’s voice goes on. 

I want to force him to be silent. 

Dear Joab, I am afraid of Nathan. 
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There comes an hour of the day in which the strength 
of kings weakens; 

There comes a day in life when he who has been walking 
feels weary. 

I remember the virtues, the prayers of my youth; 

It was I then who conversed with God. 

I remember King Saul ... I too, like him, I am beginning 
to see the shadows darken before my feet. 

It is no longer to me that the Everlasting listens; 

He no longer speaks by my mouth. 

It is no longer me whom He addresses. 

But I cannot endure His silence further. 

I want to force Him to speak. 

Like a famished dog that gnaws a bone, bare of all its flesh. 
Like a mother pressing to her breast her dead child. 

All last night I pressed on my lips the name of my God: 
Between my hands joined in prayer 
I warmed what remained to me of faith in order to pray; 
But lo! I heard above me what seemed the fluttering of 
a wing . . . 

It was the time when the lamp’s flame wavers. 

When the lamp’s oil is giving out. 

The time when the valiant man feels terror. 

When the resolution of the virtuous weakens, 

When kings and men are dizzied by the wine of sleep . . . 
But my own soul had remained vigilant; 

I had awaited God all night. 

I heard above me what seemed like a breath. 

The light spirit of God coming down towards me. 

Spirit of God, what name shall I give you? 

Joab, I have sometimes seen the dove fluttering about 
its nest 

Hesitating a moment: “Shall I settle?” 
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And still it hesitates. 

Above my bed God’s Spirit fluttered its wings. 

It came down ever nearer. 

Golden dove, soon perhaps my hand may catch you . . . 
I stretched out my arm towards the bird; 

Then I darted after it, pursuing it from room to room 
As far as the stair that leads straight to the palace gardens. 
The bird grew bigger and bigger; it shone like thunder. 
From time to time it settled. 

Then suddenly I felt my knees were without strength. 
And just as I was about to seize it, my whole soul was 
overcome with terror. 

It started off again; it bounded from step to step; 

I wanted to seize it and durst not . . . 

However high you mount, dove, 

I will reach you there. 

It was a little secret terrace 

Which, I think, I had never seen before. 

The bird of God had suddenly vanished 
Into the open air. 

It seemed suddenly to have carried away with it all my 
longing. 

The moment was approaching when the sky awakens. 
When the walls are colouring with blue; 

The gardens at my feet were deep pools of shadow 
Into which my clear-sighted eyes plunged through the 
mist. 

To whom do these gardens belong, Joab? As for me I 
do not know; 

But I know that that is where my palace comes to an end. 
I bent forward, for I could not very well distinguish as yet 
What the something white was that I saw moving at the 
bottom of the garden. 
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I guessed, because of the thicker mist, that a fountain 
was there; 

Near the fountain a form was bending. 

Was it a veiled woman? Was it 
A white wing on the water side? 

Yes, it was fluttering, it was quivering like a wing; 

For a few minutes I thought I had found my bird again. 
The sun which had risen forced me to close my eyelids; 
When I opened them again I was dazzled by the light. 
But there was nothing there but a woman. 

She had stripped herself of her veils; 

Her bare feet were in the water. 

She had stepped in among the reeds 
To the very heart of the fountain. 

Into my own heart she had stepped further still. 

As she remained bending down, 

I could not see her face 

And her hair was wrapping her shoulders with darkness; 
But, through the reeds, I saw the quivering of her belly; 
A flower seemed to bloom between her parted knees . . . 
My heart rose in me up to my throat. 

It was just going to burst out in a cry . . . 

(Tie servant who had been sent with the message to the Hittite 
re-enters) 

Servant 

Sir, Uriah bids me say to the King his master . . . 

David 

Is he not coming? 

Servant 

He says: Am I the one to enter into the King^s palace 
And Rabbah is not yet taken . . . 
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David 

Very good. If he refuses to come I will go myself. 

Take him this message, Joab. Tell him to prepare a very 
simple 

Meal and to-night I will be his guest. 

(Exit Joab) 

SCENE II 

(Davidy Joab) 

(David is seated^ thoughtful and anxious; Joab stands y listening 

to him) 

David 

He has a little garden . . . 

The table, on which the meal was awaiting me under 
the trellis, was white. 

“Look,” he said to me, “look at my vine and the shade 
it casts.” 

And indeed, the shade on the table was charming; 

“The little wine I have comes from this vine; 

Here is some of it. King David; a sweet wine, taste some.” 
And as his wife had come up, 

(She is called Bathsheba.) 

She leant over and filled my cup. 

I hadn’t recognised her. 

And even, quite at first, I didn’t recognise the garden. 
She, dressed as she was, looked to me much more 
beautiful. 

The dark flood of her hair 
Seemed pulsing about her. 
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The face I did not know was smiling . . . 

But the garden, Joab, what can I say of the garden? 

It was no longer like the one I had seen in the morning. 
Full of mists: 

It was a secret place ... I drank that cup of wine. 

I have drunk many wines, Joab, but that particular wine 
For a long time, I think, I had been thirsting for it; 

It ran down into my depths like some profound happi- 
ness; 

It filled my heart like the granting of prayers. 

I felt it give youth and strength to my loins. 

Bathsheba smiled; the garden filled with light. 
Everything shone with love and with Uriah’s happiness. 
“You see the whole of my happiness. King David,” said 
he; “it is a simple one. 

It is all held in the hollow of a garden; 

It is all held in the hollow of your palace walls. 

Your palace protects me against cold, against winds. 
Without even knowing it . . . 

I, one of the least among your men. 

Great King David, what am I in your presence?” 

“Your strength is my protection against the Philistines,” 
I said to him; “What am I in God’s presence, O Hittite? 
And yet I know you, you, one of the bravest of my men. 
And from my palace roof I had noticed your garden; 

It was pale and blue in the morning mists; 

The sun was barely rising . . . 

I had not been able to sleep that night, 

And I had prayed so much that I was as though drunk; 
As I went up the stairs, I stumbled at every step; 

.1 was pursuing a dream, as if I were still asleep. 

And dreaming of a marvellous bird, which flew 
From room to room, and I grew tired with following it; 
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But, no doubt, by that bird God guided me 
As far as that terrace, 

LookI the one you can see over there. 

I saw' my bird again in your garden, Uriah, 

As soon as the sun came through the mist; 

Yes, the bird I was following . . . Are you smiling? 

It was there — come, show me, near a spring; 

It had pushed through the reeds. 

And there, tranquil, 

Sheltered, it thought, from prying eyes. 

In the rippling water 
It was bathing . . . 

You, detained at the siege of Rabbah, you can’t have 
seen it, dear Uriah, 

But Bathsheba, perhaps 

And Bathsheba was silent, blushing. 

And, leaning over the water, to hide her shame or her 
laughter. 

She let all her hair come tumbling over her face. 

Already daylight was sinking and the whole garden 
getting soaked in shadow . . . 

“Uriah,” I said, “why didn’t you come to the palace? 
Was it Nathan . . “I have not seen Nathan again. Sire; 
Not since I came back from the siege of Rabbah. 

King David, King David, proud Rabbah has not yet 
falleni 

And shall I rest in the King’s palace 
While your people are living in suspense? 

No! As long as your warriors, O King, 

Are languishing on the wrong side of the walls. 

My place is in the camp beside them. 

I am going back there this evening.” 

“Stay with us a little longer, Uriah; 
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How long will it take you to get to Rabbah? Only a 
few hours ” 

The night was already closing in; we stayed then with- 
out speaking. 

The sky was so pure that we could hear the spring 
murmuring, 

And the darkness seemed, round Uriah, a quiet deepen- 
ing of his happiness . . . 

But desire, Joab, desire enters the soul 

Like a hungry stranger. 


Joab 

But, King David, who prevents you? 
Take this woman. 


David 

Yes. That’s what I did there and then, Joab. 

He owns a little garden. 

Smaller than the least of my terraces! 

My hands are already so full of riches 
And of happiness that they couldn’t hold another grain. 
But for the sake of that one little happiness of his 
I would let drop all the others. 

It is so small, that happiness! 

It seemed I need only put out my hand. 

Only want it in order to take it. 

Only lay my hand gently on it 
In order to have it . . . 


Joab 


But Bathsheba, Sire? 
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David 

Yes, Bathsheba. Well, I had thought her more beautiful. 

She was lovelier in her garden 

When she was bathing naked in her spring. 

Bathsheba! Bathsheba! Are you the woman? Are you the 
spring? 

Vague object of my desire. 

Joab, when at last I held her in my arms. 

Will you believe it, I almost doubted whether it was she 
I desired. 

Or whether it was not rather the garden . . . 

And that wine! that wine I had drunk. 

The wine of his little vine! 

Did I drink all that he had? I am afraid so. 

It was for that wine, I tell you, that I was thirsting; 

I felt that it reached, that it moistened, drop by drop, 

A parching corner of my heart. 

You remember: that water of Bethlehem 
That Uriah went to fetch for me one day that I was 
feverish; 

That was the only water that could quench my thirst; 
that and no other: 

It is for that happiness of Uriah’s that I thirst 
And that it should consist of so little . . . 


Come, Joab! Enough. You see that it is impossible. 
How could I not be the possessor of riches? 

Take the woman back now 
To the Hittite’s little garden. 

Everything would be all right if I desired nothing but her; 
But . . . And besides I know he is coming back this 
evening. 
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So he will find all his quiet happiness 
Just as he left it; at least so he will think; 

For the trace of a ship on the waters. 

Of a man on a woman’s body, on a woman’s depths. 
Even God himself, Joab, cannot see that. 

But yet, Joab, take care that the prophet Nathan does 
not come to know of it. 

(Ev// Joab) 


SCENE III 

(The same room in the palace. King David is alone. Night) 

Is that you, Joab? . . . No. Nothing yet. 

Am I to be left alone then till dawn? 

And the nightl Will to-night never come to an end? 

I prayed to God; and I hoped I should fall asleep im- 
mediately after; 

But will there be any sleep henceforth for David? 

I wanted to pray to God and then I began to think . . . 

The action that seems fair to the eyes of the flesh in 
broad daylight, 

Woe betide him who sees it again with the eyes of the 
spirit at nightl 

Woe to him who cannot fall asleep at the height of his 
action as soon as it is committed! 

Who recalls it again and again in the dark. 

Just as a blind man caresses with his hands the face of 
a dead beloved in order to recognise it. 

Shall I find rest nowhere? Joabl May God save us 

From nights filled with neither sleep nor love. 
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Everything had been prepared to let me sleep; every- 
thing was silent 

And everything was already asleep, in my heart, in the 
sky and on the earth. 

And I myself was on the point of sleeping . . . Then 
the Hittite appeared. 

He came out of the dark, suddenly; and I hardly recog- 
nised him. 

He was only lighted by my bedside lamp. 

How did he come in? The palace doors are shut. 

He stood before me, without speaking and without taking 
off his cloak. 

“Uriah,” I said, “is that you? Answer me! Why have 
you come? What have you come for? 

Have you taken Rabbah? No, I expect not. 

I should know it already . . . Take off your cloak. I can- 
not see your eyes. Speak to me. 

Speak, I say. Why do you stand motionless? 

Who let you come? What do you want of me? 

Your Bathsheba is expecting you. Your place is in her 
bed, beside her. 

In your garden. Go away. Go back there. I want to sleep.” 

Why did he stop there without saying a word? 

What did he want? Presents? He always refused them . . . 

And he wouldn’t even drink the cup of sweet wine which, 
seeing he wouldn’t go, I offered him. 

And his stay lasted and lasted throughout the night; 

I thought at times that my bedside lamp was going out. 

Or that the Hittite in the dark was disappearing . . . 

Had he actually gone when the prophet Nathan came in? 

Ah! I shall get no sleep to-night . . . 

I told you so. I told you that Nathan was to be feared . . . 
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But, Joab, now it is God I am questioning: What will 
man do 

If, behind each of his desires, God is lying in wait? 

Then, as if he were tearing out of me myself each of 
his own words, 

Nathan began to speak in the dark. 

What did he sayl I wish I could wipe out of my mind 
those words of hisl 

He spoke of a poor man who possessed nothing but one 
little ewe-lamb. 

A ewe-lamb, I tell you, which he had bought and brought 

up; 

Which he had watched growing, which lay in his bosom 
and which he loved. 

“Enough, Nathan! I know; she is called Bathsheba. 

Stop now.” But he went on without listening to me. 

“Near the poor man dwelt a man who was very rich, 

Who had so many goods, so many flocks and herds that 
they could not be counted. 

And there came a traveller to the rich man's house . . 

“Enough, Nathan, enough! I recognise in him my own 
desire.” 

“He was hungry.” “I did not know how to feed him.” 

“The rich man, then, who possessed so great a store of 
riches . . .” 

“But nothing that I had then would satisfy my desire.” 

“Made as if his eyes were shut to his own riches. 

It was towards the poor man’s goods that he went.” 
“Yes, that was what the wayfarer wanted; 

Nothing else, I tell you, would have satisfied him.” 

In vain I tried to make him stop; 

He went on talking as loud as if he were a king in the 
house. 
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“The Kttle ewe-lamb which was the poor man's only 
possession, he took it. ..." 

“Stop, Nathan! Stop! Your rich man deserved the punish- 
ment of death!” 

“The little ewe-lamb which was the poor man's only 
possession, he took it.” 

“And it was not even that that the traveller desired . . . 

And you see! I have returned him his Bathsheba. 

It was only with his garden's shade that I desired her. 

It was Uriah's peace that I desired. 

Amidst all those simple things which he left in order to 
serve me . . . 

As for me, I am willing to repent, but what have I done? 

At the time I desired her, Bathsheba bewildered me and 
I could see nothing but her. 

But now . . .” Is that you, Joab? 

(Eftler Joab, who stands without speaking in the dark beside 
the door) 


Yes, that's you. 

At last! I was expecting you as anxiously as the dawn. 

You have come from Rabbah? Has the Hittite come back 
with you too? 

Is the town taken? No. Or you would have told me so 
already. 

What did you do there? Did you carry out my orders 
punctually? 

Didn't I tell you . . . Uriah was stationed among the 
bravest; 

Brave among the bravest, he should have been in the 
front rank of all . . . 

You don't answer . . . Did you place him very near the 
walls? 
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Too near? Then you all, all of you, fled, leaving him . . . 

Hush, JoabI God himself must not hear that 

And neither must I know it, lest I should never again be 
able to forget it. 

Nol nol Tell me he is asleep in his garden, beside his vinel 

{Dawn is just beginning to he visible in the palace. It casts a 
faint light upon Joab and shows behind him Just discernible^ 
the figure of a veiled woman) 

What’s that you’re dragging after you, in the dark, and 
all in black? 

Bathshebal . . . 

Go awayl Take her awayl I’ve told you I don’t ever want 
to see her again . . . 

I hate herl 
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To Arthur Fontaine 



Le Ketour de I'Enfant predigue first appeared in the March-May 
number of Vers et ?rose, 1907. 



AS painters of old their triptychs, so I, for my own 
I\ secret pleasure, have made this picture of the 
parable told us by our Lord Jesus Christ. Leaving indis- 
tinct and unravelled the twofold inspiration that moves 
me, I have not sought to prove either the victory of any 
God over myself or of myself over any God. And yet 
if the reader demand of me some expression of piety, he 
may perhaps not look for it in vain here, where, like a 
donor in the corner of the picture, I kneel, a pendant 
to the prodigal son, smiling like him, like him with a 
tear-stained face. 




THE PRODIGAL SON 


W HEN, after a long absence, weary of his way- 
ward fancies, and as it were, fallen out of love 
with himself, from the depths of that destitution he had 
himself chosen, the prodigal son thinks of his Father’s 
face; of that not unspacious room where his mother bent 
over his bed; of that garden, refreshed with running 
waters, but shut in and walled, from which he had always 
longed to escape; of his thrifty elder brother, whom he 
had never loved, but who is still husbanding against his 
return that portion of his goods which, prodigal as he is, 
he has never been able to squander — he confesses to him- 
self that he has not found happiness, no, nor even suc- 
ceeded in prolonging those wild delights he had pursued 
in default of happiness. 

“Ahl” he thinks, “if my Father, who was angry with 
me at first, now believes me to be dead, perhaps, in spite 
of my sins, he will welcome me back; ah, if I arise and 
go to him very humbly, if I kneel before him in the 
dust, with ashes on my head, saying, “Father, I have 
sinned against Heaven and before thee”, what shall I do, 
if raising me with his hand he say, “The house is open 
to thee, my son; enter in”.^ . . . And the prodigal, already 
piously intent, sets forth on his homeward journey. 

When he reaches the shoulder of the hill and sees at 
last the smoking roofs of his home, it is evening; but 
he waits for the shades of night to throw a veil over 
his penury. He hears his Father’s voice in the distance; 
his limbs falter, he drops to his knees and covers his 
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face with his hands, for he is ashamed of his shame, 
though yet he knows he is the lawful son. He is perish- 
ing with hunger; in a fold of his tattered cloak he has 
but one handful left of those sweet husks on which he 
had used to feed, like the swine he had herded. He sees 
the house preparing for the evening meal. He can dis- 
tinguish his Mother coming out on to the doorstep . . . 
he can resist no longer; he runs down the hill and makes 
his way into the courtyard, where his dog, not recog- 
nising him, begins to bark. He tries to speak to the 
servants, but they draw back suspiciously and go to warn 
their master. Look, here he comesl Doubtless he was ex- 
pecting his prodigal son, for he straightway recognises 
him. His arms open; then the prodigal, kneeling down 
before him and hiding his face with one arm, lifts up 
his right hand for pardon and cries aloud: 

“Fatherl Father! I have greatly sinned against Heaven 
and in Thy sight. I am no longer worthy to be called 
thy son; but at least, like one — the meanest — of thy 
servants, in some corner of thy house, let me live.’^ 

His father raises him and clasps him in his arms. 

“Oh, my son, blessed be the day on which thou hast 
come back to me!’^ And the joy of his heart overflows 
in tears; he looks up from his son's head which he had 
been kissing and turns to the servants: 

“Bring forth the best robe and put it on him, and put 
a ring on his hand and shoes on his feet. Bring hither 
from our stables the fatted calf and kill it; and let us 
eat and be merry for this my son was dead and is alive 
again; he was lost and is found." 

And as the news spreads, he hastens; none but he 
must say, “Mother, the son we wept has returned to us." 

The sound of joy, mounting up from the household 
like a song of praise, makes the elder son's brow grow 
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troubled. And if he consents to take his seat at the 
common table, it is because his father invites and en- 
treats and constrains him to. Alone, among all the guests, 
for the servants too, even the most menial, are invited, 
he shows an angry face. 

“Why is more honour paid to the repentant sinner 
than to him — to him who has never transgressed?’* He 
prizes order more than love. If he consents to be present 
at the feast, it is because he is willing so far to grant his 
brother credit as to lend him an evening’s joy; because 
too his father and mother have promised to rebuke the 
prodigal to-morrow, and because he himself is making 
ready to admonish him severely. 

The torches send their smoke up to heaven. The feast 
is over. The servants have cleared away. Now, in the 
night, where not a breath is stirring, the wearied house- 
hold, soul after soul, go to their slumbers. But yet in 
the room next the prodigal’s, I know a boy — his younger 
brother — who will spend the live-long night till break 
of day seeking sleep in vain. 
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M y God, like a child I kneel before Thee to-day 
with a tear-stained face. If now I recall and tran- 
scribe Thy compelling parable, it is because I know Thy 
prodigal child; it is because in him I see myself; it is 
because I hear and at times repeat in secret those words 
that in the depth of his distress Thou hast placed on his 
lips: 

“How many hired servants of my father’s have bread 
enough and to spare; and I perish with hungerl” 

I imagine the Father’s embrace; my heart melts in the 
warmth of that love. I can even imagine an earlier dis- 
tress. Ah! what can I not imagine? My belief is this. I 
am the very one whose heart beats when, on the shoul- 
der of the hill, he sees the blue roofs of the house he 
has left. Why then do I pause before running to my 
home, before entering in? — ^I am expected. I can see the 
fatted calf that is being got ready . . . Stop! Do not 
spread the feast too quickly! — Prodigal son, I think of 
you; first tell me what your Father said next morning 
after the feast of welcome. Ah! though the elder brother 
prompts Thee, Father, grant me sometimes to hear Thy 
voice in his words! 

“My son, why didst thou leave me?” 

“Did I really leave Thee? Father, art Thou not every- 
where? Never did I cease to love Thee.” 

“No quibbling! I had a house to keep thee in. It was 
for thee that it was built. Generations of builders toiled 
so that thy soul might find in it shelter and comfort and 
occupation, a princely and worthy abode. Thou, the heir, 
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the son, why didst thou break away from the House?” 

“Because the House shut me in. The House is not 
Thee, Father.” 

“It was I who built it — and for thee.” 

“Ah! it was my brother who said that, not Thou. 
Thou didst build the whole world and the House and all 
that is not the House. The House was built by others; 
in Thy name, I know, but by others.” 

“Man has need of a roof where to lay his head. Proud 
son! dost thou think to sleep in the open?” 

“Is that so proud? Others poorer than I have done so.” 

“The poor — not thou. None can abdicate his riches. 
I had made thee rich above all men.” 

“Father, Thou knowest that when I left I took with 
me all the riches I could carry. What do I care for goods 
one cannot carry with one?” 

“All that fortune thou didst take with thee, thou hast 
recklessly wasted.” 

“I changed all Thy gold into pleasures. Thy precepts 
into fantasy, my chastity into poetry, my austerity into 
desires.” 

“Was it for that thy thrifty parents took pains to instil 
into thee so many virtues?” 

“So that I might burn perhaps with a brighter flame 
and be kindled to a newer fervour.” 

“Think of that pure flame Moses saw in the burning 
bush. It shone without consuming.” 

“I have known the love that consumes.” 

“The love I would teach thee refreshes. And after a 
little time what remained to thee, prodigal son?” 

“The memory of those pleasures.” 

“And the indigence that succeeds them.” 

“In that indigence. Father, I felt I was near Thee.” 

“Did it need penury to drive thee back to me?” 
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“I cannot say. I cannot say. It was in the parching 
desert that I held my thirst most dear.” 

“Thy penury made thee better feel the price of riches.” 

“No, not thatl Father, dost Thou not understand me? 
Love came to fill the place that was emptied of all else. 
At the cost of all my goods, it was fervour that I bought.” 

“Far from me then, wert thou happy?” 

“I did not feel far from Thee.” 

“Then what made thee return? Say!” 

“I cannot tell. Sloth, perhaps.” 

“Sloth, my son? What! Was it not love?” 

“Father I have told Thee. I never loved Thee better 
than in the desert. But I was weary every morning of 
seeking the day’s subsistence. At home, at least, there is 
food and plenty.” 

“Yes, there are servants who look to that. So what 
brought thee back was hunger.” 

“Cowardice too perhaps, and sickness. ... In the end 
this hand to hand existence exhausted me; for I fed upon 
wild berries and locusts and honey. I grew less and less 
able to bear the discomfort which at first had quickened 
my fervour. At night, when I was cold, I thought that 
in my father’s house I had lain warm and snug; when 
I was fasting, I thought that in my father’s house the 
abundance of the fare had always been greater than my 
hunger. My strength failed me; I was no longer brave 
enough, vigorous enough to go on struggling, and 
yet . . .” 

“Then yesterday’s fatted calf seemed good to thee?” 

The prodigal flings himself down sobbing, with his 
face on the ground. 

“Father! Father! The wild taste of those sweet husks, 
in spite of all, is still on my lips. Nothing will ever make 
me forget their flavour.” 
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“Poor childl” says his Father as he raises him. “Per- 
haps I have spoken to thee harshly. It was thy brother’s 
wish. His word is law here. It is he who charged me to 
say to thee ‘There is no salvation for thee save in the 
House.’ But listen. It was I who made thee. I know what 
is in thee. I know what sent thee on thy wanderings, 
I was waiting for thee at the end. Hadst thou called me 
... I was there.” 

“Fatherl might I then have found Thee without re- 
turning?” 

“If thy weakness was so great, thou didst well to 
return. Now go. Go back to the room I have made 
ready for thee. Enough for to-day; rest; to-morrow thou 
shalt speak with thy brother.” 



THE ELDER BROTHER’S REPROOF 


T he prodigal son tries at first to carry it with a 
high hand. 

“Big brother,” he begins, “you and I are not like each 
other. Brother, we are very much unlike.” 

The elder brother then: 

“The fault is yours.” 

“Why mine?” 

“Because my life is the life of order; all that differs 
from it is the fruit or the seed of pride.” 

“And can 1 differ only by faults?” 

“Call nothing quality that does not lead back to order, 
and subdue all the test.” 

“I dread that mutilation. What you would suppress is 
also our Father’s gift.” 

“Not suppress — subdue, I said.” 

“I understand. But so it was that I subdued my 
virtues.” 

“And that is why I can still see them in you. You 
must increase them. Understand me though. It is no 
diminution of yourself, but an exaltation rather that I 
propose; all the most diverse, the most unruly elements 
of the flesh and the spirit should join together as in a 
symphony, where what is worst in you must go to feed 
what is best, what is best must submit to . . .” 

“It was exaltation too that I sought — that I found in 
the desert — and not very different, perhaps, from the 
one you propose.” 

“Say rather the one I would impose.” 

"Our Father did not speak so harshly.” 
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know what the Father said. It was vague. He does 
not express himself as clearly as of old; so that He can 
be made to say what one pleases. But I know what he 
means. I alone am able to interpret him to his servants, 
and he who would understand the Father must listen 
to me.” 

“I understood him easily enough without you.” 

“So you thought, but you did not understand aright. 
There are not different ways of understanding the Father; 
there are not different ways of obeying him. There are 
not different ways of loving him; so that we may all be 
united in his love.” 

“In his House.” 

“Love of him brings us back to it. You see it is so, 
since you are back again. Tell me now what made you 
leave it?” 

“I felt too strongly that the House is not the whole 
of the universe. I myself am not entirely in the being you 
would have liked me to be. I imagined — I could not help 
imagining other cultures, other countries, other roads to 
lead to them — roads as yet untraced; I imagined in my- 
self the new creature who would long to speed down 
them. I ran away.” 

“Think what would have happened if, like you, I had 
forsaken our Father’s House. Servants and robbers would 
have pillaged all our goods.” 

“What did I care then, since I had a vision of other 
goods . . .” 

“Which your pride exaggerated. My brother, indisci- 
pline is a thing of the past. From what a state of chaos 
man has emerged, you will learn if as yet you do not 
know it. But he has ill emerged; with all his native weight 
he drops back into it, as soon as the Spirit ceases to 
sustain him. Do not learn it to your cost: the well ordered 
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elements that go to your composition await only the 
lightest acquiescence, the slightest weakening on your 
part to return again to anarchy . . . But what you will 
never know is the length of time it has taken for man to 
elaborate man. Now that we have the pattern, let us hold 
to it. "Hold fast that which thou hast,’ says the Spirit to 
the Angel of the Church, and adds ‘that no man take thy 
crown.’ Thy crown is ‘that which thou hast’ — that royalty 
over thyself and others. The usurper lies in wait for your 
crown; he is everywhere; he prowls about you, within 
you, to encompass you. Hold fast, brother! Hold fast.” 

“I let go my hold too long ago. I cannot close my 
hand now upon my goods.” 

“Yes, yes. I will help you. I have watched over those 
goods of yours during your absence.” 

“And then those words of the Spirit’s, I know them 
too; you did not quote them all.” 

“It is true; it goes on: ‘Him that overcometh will I 
make a pillar in the temple of my God, and he shall go 
out no more.’ ” 

“ ‘He shall go out no more.’ It is just that that 
frightened me.” 

“If it is for his happiness.” 

“Oh, I understand. But once I was in that temple . . 

“You did not find yourself better off for going out, 
since you have chosen to return.” 

“I know; I know, I have returned. I admit it.” 

“What good can you look for elsewhere that you do 
not find here in abundance. Nay, more! Only here are 
your riches to be found.” 

“I know you have husbanded my riches.” 

“Those goods you could not squander — the portion 
that is common to us all — our real estate.” 

“Do I then no longer possess anything personally?” 
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^‘Yes, that special portion of gifts which our Father 
will still perhaps vouchsafe you.” 

“That is all I want. That is all I will consent to possess.” 

“Proud brother! You will not be consulted. But let 
me tell you privately that that portion depends upon 
chance. You had better give it up. It was that portion 
of personal gifts that brought about your ruin in the 
first place. It was those that you began by squandering.” 

“I could not take the others with me.” 

“So now you will find them intact. But enough for 
to-day. Take your rest now in the House.” 

“I will, for I am weary.” 

“Then blessed be your weariness! Now go and sleep. 
To-morrow your Mother will speak to you.” 
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P RODIGAL son, whose mind still rebels against 
thy brother’s words, let now thy heart speak. 

How sweet it is to lie at thy mother’s feet and hide thy 
head in her lap and feel her caressing hand bow thy 
stubborn neck. 

“Why didst thou leave me for so long?” 

And as thy only answer is tears: 

“Why dost thou weep now, my son? Thou hast been 
given back to me. All my tears were shed while I was 
waiting for thee.” 

“Did you still go on waiting for me?” 

“I never ceased to hope for thee. Every evening before 
I went to sleep, I thought, Tf he comes back to-night 
will he be able to unlatch the door?’ And it was long 
before I slept. Every morning, before I was quite awake, 
I used to think, Ts not this the very day he will come 
back?’ And then I prayed. I prayed so much that it would 
not have been possible for thee not to return.” 

“Your prayers forced me to return.” 

“Do not smile at me, my child.” 

“O Mother, I have come back to you very humble. 
Look how I lay my head lower than your heart! Not one 
of my yesterday’s thoughts but seems vain to me to-day. 
Here beside you I hardly understand what made me leave 
home.” 

"Thou wilt not leave it again?” 

“I cannot ever leave it again.” 

“What was it in the world outside that attracted thee 
so?” 
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don’t want to think of it any more. Nothing . . . 
Myself.” 

“Didst thou think then thou wouldst be happy away 
from us?” 

“It was not happiness I was seeking.” 

“What then?” 

“I was seeking ... to find out who I was.” 

“OhI thy parents’ son and brother amongst brothers.” 

“I was not like my brothers. Let’s not talk of it any 
more; I am back again.” 

“Yes; let’s talk of it. Don’t think thy brothers are so 
unlike thee.” 

“My only care henceforth is to be like you all.” 

“Thou sayest that as though with resignation.” 

“Nothing is more fatiguing than to realise one’s differ- 
ence. I am worn out by my travels.” 

“Yes, it is true. Thou hast aged.” 

“I have suffered.” 

“My poor child! No doubt thy bed was not made 
every day, nor the table laid for all thy meals.” 

“I ate what I could find and often I had only unripe 
or rotten fruit which had to serve as food for my hunger.” 

“Didst thou suffer only from hunger?” 

“The noon day sun, the cold wind of midnight, the 
quaking sand of the desert, the thorns that tore my 
bleeding feet, nothing of all that could stop me, but — I 
have not told my brother — had to become a servant ...” 

“Why didst thou hide it?” 

“. . . of bad masters, who maltreated my body, exas- 
perated my pride and gave me barely enough to eat. It 
was then I thought, ‘Ah! if serve I must!’ ... In my 
dreams I saw my home; I came back.” 

The prodigal bows his head once more and tenderly 
his mother caresses it. 
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^‘What art thou going to do now?” 

“I have told you. Endeavour to resemble my big 
brother; look after our property; take a wife like him . . 

“In saying that, thou hast no doubt someone in mind.” 

“Oh, so long as she is your choice, no matter who 
will be mine. Do for me as you did for my brother.” 

“I would have liked to choose her in accordance with 
thy own heart.” 

“What does it matter? My heart’s choice had been 
made. I renounce the pride that took me away from you. 
Guide my choice. I submit, I tell you. I will teach my 
children to submit too; and so I shall think my venture 
less fruitless.” 

“Listen; there is even now a child who might already 
be thy concern.” 

“What do you mean? Of whom are you speaking?” 

“Of thy younger brother who was not ten years old 
when thou left us; thou didst hardly recognise him, but 
yet . . .” 

“Go on. Mother. What is your anxiety now?” 

“And yet thou mightest have recognised thyself in him, 
for he is the living image of what thou wert when thou 
left us.” 

“The image of me?” 

“Of what thou wert, I said, not yet, alasi of what 
thou hast become.” 

“What he will become.” 

“What he must be made to become without delay. 
Speak to him; he will listen to thee, I doubt not, to thee, 
the prodigal. Tell him what bitter disillusion awaited 
thee on thy way; spare liim . . .” 

“But why are you so alarmed about my brother? 

Perhaps a mere likeness of features ...” 

“No, no; the likeness between you is deeper than that. 

140 



THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL 

I am anxious about him now for what did not at first 
make me anxious enough about thee. He reads too much 
and his preference does not always go to the best books.*’ 

“Is that aU?” 

“He often climbs to'' the highest spot in the garden, 
where, as thou knowest, the open country can be seen 
on the other side of the walls.” 

“I remember. Is that all?” 

“He is much less often with us than down at the farm.” 

“Ahl What does he do there?” 

“Nothing wrong. But it is not so much the farm people 
he frequents as rough fellows as unlike us as possible, 
and others who are not even our countrymen. There is 
one in particular who comes from a long way off and 
who tells him stories.” 

“Ah! the swineherd.” 

“Yes. Didst thou know him too? . . . Thy brother 
follows him to the pig-sties every evening to listen to 
his stories; he comes back only just in time for dinner, 
with no appetite and his clothes reeking of the farm. 
Remonstrances are of no avail; severity only makes him 
more impatient of control. Some mornings at daybreak, 
before any of us are up, he hurries off to meet the swine- 
herd when he is on his way out to graze his herd, and 
goes with him as far as the gate.” 

“But he knows that he must not go out.” 

“Thou didst know it too! One day he will escape me, 
I feel sure. One day he will leave. . . .” 

“No, I will speak to him. Mother. Do not be afraid.” 

“I know he will listen to much from thee. Didst thou 
see how he looked at thee that first evening? What 
glamour thy rags cast on thee! And then that purple 
robe thy Father put round thee. I feared that in his mind 
he confounded the one with the others and that it was 
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perhaps the rags he found the most alluring. But now 
I see it was folly to think so; for if thou, my child, hadst 
foreseen such wretchedness, thou wouldst surely not 
have left us?” 

“I cannot think how I could* ever have left jou, my 
Mother.” 

‘‘Well, tell him so.” 

“I will tell him so to-morrow evening. Now kiss me 
on the forehead as you used to when I was a little child 
and you watched me fall asleep. I am sleepy.” 

“To bed then and to sleep. I will go pray for you all.” 
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T here is, next door to the prodigal’s, a not un- 
spacious room with bare walls. The prodigal, lamp 
in hand, goes up to the bed, where his younger brother 
is lying, his face turned to the wall. He begins in a low 
voice so as not to disturb him if the boy is asleep. 

“I want to speak to you, brother.” 

“Well, what prevents you?” 

“I thought perhaps you were asleep.” 

“There is no need to sleep in order to dream.” 

“You were dreaming? Of what?” 

“What is that to you? If I do not understand my own 
dreams, it is not likely, I imagine, that you will.” 

“They are very subtle then? If you were to tell me 
them, I would try to.” 

“Do you choose your dreams? Mine come as they will 
and are freer than I . . . What have you come here for? 
Why do you disturb me in my sleep?” 

“You arc not asleep, and I have come to talk to you 
gently.” 

“What have you to say to me?” 

“Nothing, if that is the tone you take.” 

“Then good-bye.” 

The prodigal goes towards the door, but puts the lamp 
down on the floor, so that the room is barely lighted; 
then he goes back and sitting down on the edge of the 
bed in the dark, strokes the boy’s forehead long and 
fondly; but he still keeps it turned away. 

“You answer me more unkindly than ever I did your 
brother. Yet I too rebelled against him.” 
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The headstrong boy suddenly sits up. 

‘‘Oh! Is it my brother who has sent you?” 

“No, my child. Not he but our Mother.” 

“Ah! You would not have come of your own accord.” 

“But yet I come as a friend.” 

Half sitting up in his bed, the boy looks long and 
fixedly at the prodigal. 

“How can one of my people be a friend of mine?” 

“You misjudge our brother.” 

“Don’t speak of him! I hate him . . . My whole heart 
is impatient of him. It is because of him that I answered 
you unkindly.” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“You would not understand.” 

“Tell me all the same. . . .” 

The Prodigal luUs his brother in his arms and soon 
the boy’s resistance yields. 

“The evening you came back I could not sleep. All 
night long I thought, I had another brother and I did 
not know it. . . . That was why my heart beat so when 
I saw you from the courtyard of the house advancing, 
clothed in all your glory.” 

“Alas! It was in rags that I was clothed.” 

“Yes, I saw you; but they were glorious rags. And I 
saw what our Father did; he put a ring on your finger — 
a ring finer than any our brother possesses. I would not 
question anyone about you; I only knew that you had 
come from a long way off, and your eyes at table . . 

“Were you at the feast?” 

“Oh! I know you did not see me; all through supper 
you looked into the distance with unseeing eyes. And, 
that you should have gone to speak to our Father on 
the second night was right enough, but on the third . . .” 

“Go on.” 
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*‘AhI If it had only been a single loving word, you 
might at least have given me that!” 

*‘Were you expecting me then?” 

*‘Oh! so eagerly! Do you think I should hate our 
brother so much if you had not gone to talk to him that 
evening and for so long? What could you have said to 
each other? You must know that if you are like me, you 
can have nothing in common with him.” 

‘‘I had behaved very wrongly towards him.” 

‘‘Is it possible?” 

“At any rate towards our Father and Mother. You 
know that I ran away from home.” 

“Yes, I know. It was a long time ago, wasn’t it?” 

“When I was about your age.” 

“Ah! And is that what you call behaving wrongly?” 

“Yes. That was my wrong-doing, my sin.” 

“When you left, did you feel you were doing wrong?” 

“No. I felt a kind of obligation to leave.” 

“What happened after that? To change what was right 
then into wrong now?” 

“I suffered.” 

“And is that what makes you say T did wrong’?” 

“No, not exactly. That is what made me reflect.” 

“Then before that you had not reflected?” 

“Yes; but my feeble reason allowed itself to be over- 
come by my desires.” 

“As afterwards by your suffering. So that now you 
have come back . . . vanquished.” 

“No; not exactly — resigned.” 

“Well, at any rate, you have renounced being what 
you wished to be.” 

“What my pride had persuaded me I was.” 

The boy is silent for a moment, and then suddenly 
cries with a sob: 
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^‘Brother! I am the child you were when you started. 
Oh, tell mel Did you then find nothing on the way 
but disappointment? All that I divine in the outer world 
different from here, is it really then mere illusion? All 
the new things I feel in myself, are they nothing but 
folly? Tell me: what did you meet on the way that made 
you despair? Oh! what made you come back?” 

“The freedom I was seeking I lost. I became a captive 
and was forced to serve.” 

“I am a captive here too.” 

“Yes, but to serve bad masters! Here, it is your parents 
you serve.” 

“Ah! If serve one must, may one not be free at least 
to choose one’s slavery?” 

“I had hoped so. As far as my feet could carry me, 
like Saul in search of his asses, I travelled in search of 
my desire; but where he found a kingdom awaiting 
him, I met with nothing but wretchedness. And 
yet . . .” 

“Did you not mistake the road?” 

“I walked straight on.” 

“Are you sure? And yet there are other kingdoms, 
other lands without a king still left to be discovered.” 

“Who told you so?” 

“I know it. I feel it. I feel I am already lord of 
them.” 

“Proud boy!” 

“Ah! Ah! That’s a saying of our brother’s. Why should 
you repeat it to me now? Why did you not keep your 
pride? You would not have come back.” 

“Then I might never have known you.” 

“Yes, yes! I should have joined you out there. You 
would have recognised me as your brother; and even I 
still feel that it is to find you that I am leaving.” 
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“You arc leaving?’^ 

“Hadn’t you guessed it? Don’t you yourself encourage 
me to leave?” 

“I wish I could spare your coming back — ^but that 
would be to spare your leaving.” 

“No, no; don’t say that to me. That is not what you 
mean. You started out, did you not, as a conqueror?” 

“And that is what made my slavery seem harder.” 

“Then why did you submit to it? Were you already so 
tired?” 

“No, not then; but I lost confidence.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Lost confidence in everything, in myself; I wanted 
to stop, to settle somewhere; the comfort that master of 
mine offered me was a temptation . . . yes, I see it now 
all too well; I fell short.” 

The prodigal bows his head and hides his eyes with 
his hand. 

“But to begin with?” 

“I walked a long while through vast spaces of wild, 
unsubjugated country.” 

“The desert?” 

“It wasn’t always the desert.” 

“What were you looking for?” 

“I don’t know myself now.” 

“Get up from my bed. Look on the table beside it. 
There, near that torn book.” 

“I see a cleft pomegranate.” 

“The swineherd brought it me the other evening, 
when he hadn’t been in for three days.” 

“Yes, it is a wild pomegranate.” 

“I know; it is almost unbearably sour; and yet I 
feel that if I were thirsty enough, I should set my teeth 
in it.” 
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*‘Ahl then now I can tell you: it was that thirst I was 
seeking in the desert.” 

‘‘A thirst which that sour fruit alone can quench. . . 

**No; but a fruit that makes one love one’s thirst.” 

‘*Do you know where it grows?” 

*‘In a little forsaken orchard, which one comes to be- 
fore nightfall. It has no wall left standing to keep it from 
the desert. A rivulet was flowing through it; some half- 
ripe fruit hung from the branches.” 

“What fruit?” 

“The same that grows in our garden; but wild. It 
had been very hot all day.” 

“Listen; do you know why I was expecting you this 
evening? It is to-night I am starting, before the dawn. 
To-night; this very night, as soon as it begins to pale . . . 
I have girded my loins; I have kept my sandals on to- 
night.” 

“OhI will you do what I could not?” 

“You have opened the way for me, and the thought 
of you will be my support.” 

“No; it is my part to admire you. Yours must be to 
forget me. What are you taking with you?” 

“You know that as the youngest son, I have no share 
in the inheritance. I am taking nothing.” 

“Better so.” 

“What are you looking at like that through the case- 
ment?” 

“The garden where our dead forefathers lie sleeping.” 

“Brother . . .” (the boy has risen from his bed and 
winds his arm round the prodigal’s neck — an arm grown 
soft and gentle as his voice) — “Come with me.” 

“Leave mel Leave me! I must stay to comfort our 
mother. Without me you will be all the braver. It is time 
now. The sky is growing pale. Make no noise as you go. 
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Come, kiss me, yoimg brother; all my hopes go with you. 
Be strong; forget us; forget me. May you never return. 
. . . Go down quietly, quietly. I have the lamp. . . 

“Oh, give me your hand as far as the door.” 

“Take care as you go down the steps.” 
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SAUL 


A Drama in Pipe Acfs 


To Ed. de Max 




ACT I 


SCENE I 

(The Kin^s Palace) 

A vast, rather bare hall; right, doors into the inner apart- 
ments of the palace; left, recesses closed by drawn curtains; 
centre back, a wide opening gives on to the outside terrace; right 
and left of this, massive columns take the place of a wall; the 
centre place between the columns is filled by an enormous throne. 
Between the columns the view stretches beyond the terrace over 
gardens, where the tree-tops are visible. It is night. At the 
back of the terrace King Saul is on his knees, praying. Near 
him Saki, the cup-bearer, is asleep. 

{Demons enter left, pushing aside the curtains. Others come in 
from other directions) 

Demons 

The King’s palace, please? 

1ST Demon 

This is the King’s palace. 

Demons {laughing 

Hal Ha! That’s a good joke! We all came together and 
now it’s you who show us the way! How did you get in? 
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1ST Demon 

Shi Shi Don’t speak so loud. The King’s there. 
(Poift/mg.) 

3RD Demon 

Where? Oh, I see. And who’s that beside him? 

1ST Demon 

The cup-bearer. 

2ND Demon 
What’s the King doing? 

3RD Demon 

Is he asleep? 

1ST Demon 
No. He’s praying. Speak lower. 

3RD Demon 

I’m speaking low enough. If I disturb him, it’s because 
he’s not praying loud enough. 

4TH Demon 
He does what he can. 


1ST Demon 
Where are the others? 


2ND Demon 


Here they arel 
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1ST Demon 

Hi there! Come in! Come in! Are they all there? 

(More demons come in) 

2ND Demon 

One never knows. Some are still dawdling in the desert. 
1ST Demon 

Now then! Is it true that he’s had all our masters killed? 
Several Demons 

Yes; all! All! 

5TH Demon 

Not aU. He’s left the Witch of Endor. 

2ND Demon 

Oh! she hadn’t got any real demons. Only little toad- 
lings who can’t speak, 

1ST Demon 
But the soothsayers? 

5TH Demon 

AU kiUed— all! 

1ST Demon 

Then so much the worse for him! Since it’s King Saul 
who has evacuated us, we’U take up our domicile with 
him. 



SAUL 


4TH Demon 

But why has he had the soothsayers killed? 

2ND Demon 

Clever fellowl He’ll be the only person left now to 
know the future. 


4TH Demon 

The only one, you mean, to try and guess it. 

3RD Demon 

One guesses it such a lot that in the end it comes true. 

6th Demon 

What future is the most unguessable? 

5TH Demon 

The one that never comes true. 

all laugh) 

1ST Demon 

Pack of idiotsi Try to be sensible! We must first see 
about where we’re going to lodge. After that you can 
crack your jokes. Let’s settle that the fairest way pos- 
sible. According to what best suits each of us. Answer 
now in turn. And one at a time, ij^hey squirm^ You over 
there! What do you choose? Now then! 
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6th Demon 

His cup. My name is fury or madness. It’s me he’ll 
find when he’s looking for drunkenness. 

1ST Demon 

Very good. And you? 

5TH Demon 

I? His bed. My name is lust. I shall be there when 
he’s looking for sleep. 

1ST Demon 

And you? What’s your name? 

4TH Demon 

Fear — and I shall sit on his throne and make his hopes 
tremble like the flame of a taper with my breath; my 
name is doubt too, when he thinks I am whispering him 
advice. 


1ST Demon 

And you? 

3RD Demon 

His sceptre for me. It will be heavy in his hands and 
heavy on the backs of others when he strikes them with 
it; but frail and wavering as a reed when he uses it to 
support his weakness. I am called power. 

Another {at a sign from the first) 

I will take his purple robe, and my name is vanity; 
for he will be naked under his purple robe; and when 

157 



SAUL 


the wind blows, he will shiver under his purple robe; 
and when it is hot, I shall be called indecency. 

1ST Demon 

As for me, I take his crown, and my name is legion. 
And now, my dear fellows, we can laugh. Come! Pass 
me my crown. Lift up my purple train; carry my javelin, 
bear this cup before me, and see how a King runs — 
a King in all his glory! 

(He dresses himself up in the garments the King has left on the 
throne; the others form up in a grotesque procession) 

Take care! The King is stirring. Beware! The day is 
breaking! Quick now! To our posts! Away! 

(They put the King*s robes back on to the throne and disappear 
as if into the inside of the throne. Saul comes slowly 
forward) 


SCENE II 

Saul 

All the same, I am King Saul — ^but there comes a point 
beyond which I cannot succeed in getting to know more. 
Once there was a time when God used to answer me. 
But it’s true that then I questioned Him very little. Every 
morning the priest would tell me what I was to do. That 
was the whole future, and I knew what it was. The future 
was what I did. It was I who made the future. The Phili- 
stines came. I was disturbed. I wanted to put questions 
myself; and from that time forward, God was silent. 
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What did he want me to do? In order to act rightly one 
must know the future. I have begun to discover it in 
the stars. For the last twenty nights I have been studying 
them patiently. But there was nothing there about the 
Philistines. . . . No matter, I have discovered something 
which has turned my hair grey. Jonathan, my son 
Jonathan, will not succeed me on the throne; my race 
will end with me. But who it is who will succeed me — 
that is what I have failed to find out — and for the last 
twenty nights I have been questioning. And this very 
night I even tried praying again. Nights in summer are 
too short. The heat is so great that nothing round about 
me is able to sleep — no one but my cup-bearer, who was 
tired; but I need other people’s sleep; I am constantly 
being disturbed. The slightest sound, the faintest per- 
fume distract me. My senses are open to the outside 
world and nothing delightful can pass by without my 
being aware of it. 

Last night, at my command, my servants went out to 
kill the sorcerers — ah! all the sorcerers of Israel. This is 
a secret no one but I must know. And when I am the 
only person to know the future, I think I shall be able 
to change it. They’re dead by now. I know it. About 
midnight, I felt my secret, which no one knows now 
but I myself, I felt it suddenly swell within me — take 
up more room in my heart — become oppressive. It is 
my possession! Come! Here is the day! Let everything 
now in the palace awake! I shall go to sleep for a moment 
or two. Last night I composed a few songs which I shall 
give the High Priest for him to sing and to have sung 
throughout the kingdom. (He wraps himself in the purple 
robe^ puts the crown on his head^ takes up the sceptre and goes 
out.) Ha! ha! I am still Saul, and I have servants in great 
number. 
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SCENE III 

(Tm servants come in carrying brooms on their shoulders^ 
1ST Servant 
Well! did you see him? 


Who? 

The King. 
The King? 


2ND Servant (Johel) 
1ST Servant 
Johel 

1ST Servant 


For the last three nights weVe found him here. Then 
he goes off' when we come on to the terrace. 

I don’t know what he can be doing there, but he’s 
that thin, he’s certainly not saying his prayers. 

(J^hey sweep the room and then pull up the great curtain left. 
The daylight pours in) 


Johel {catching sight of the sleeping cup-bearer) 

My word! It’s Sakil Hullo! cup-bearer! That’s not a 
place to go to sleep in. Come on! Up with you! What 
are you doing there, my boy? 

Saki {waking up) 

The King . . . 

1ST Servant {pretending to sweep him away) 

The King! Vm the King — ^King of sweepers! 

{Saki gets up) 

Yes! Let’s talk of the King. He makes a jolly night of 
it here on the terrace, doesn’t he? 
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JOHEL 

Shut Up, you idiot! Tell me, my boy, did the King 
spend the night here? 


The whole night? 


JOHEL 


JOHEL 

The whole night — and every night? 

Saki 

The last ten nights at least. 

JOHEL 

And you, what do you do? 


I pour out his drinks for him. 

JOHEL 

And he, what does he do? 


He drinks. 
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1ST Servant 

Disgusting, all the same, for a king to get drunk. 

Saki 

Saul doesn’t get drunk. 

1 ST Servant {chuc/din£) 

You don’t pour out enough. 

JOHEL 

Shut up, you idiot! Then tell us, my little fellow. What 
does the King do all night here? 

Saki 

He says he would like to get drunk, but he can’t, and 
that the wine isn’t strong enough; then he looks at the 
sky and talks as if he were alone. 

JOHEL 

What does he say? 

Saki 

I don’t know. I can only see he’s very much troubled. 
Sometimes he kneels down as if he were going to pray. 
But then he says nothing at all. Yesterday he asked me 
if I knew how to pray and I said “yes”. Then he told 
me to pray for the prophets; I thought he was joking 
and I said it was the prophets’ business to pray for us. 
And then he said one must pray before becoming a 
prophet, because afterwards one couldn’t any more; — 
and then he said other things I didn’t understand very 
well, but they made him laugh and cry too. 
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And after that? 


JOHEL 


Saki 

He told me I must be tired and I had better go to sleep. 

JOHEL 

And did you go to sleep? 

Saki 

Yes, I did. 

(Pause) 

JOHEL 

Are you fond of the King, my little lad? 

Saki 

Yes, I am fond of him, very. 


Tut, tut! 

Why “tut, tutl”? 
Tut, tutl 


JOHEL 

Saki 

JOHEL 


Saki 

Yes, Fm fond of the King. He’s very kind to me. He 
told me to drink a little out of his cup, and smiled very 
sweetly when I said it was too strong for me. He talked 
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to me. He said he was only happy at night, but he said 
even at night his day-time worries tormented him. He 
said he was happy when he was young and that he hadn’t 
always been a king. 

1ST Servant 

You don’t say sol 

Saki 

Is it true he hasn’t always been king? 

1ST Servant 

He was a goatherd like us. 

Saki 

Then it’s true what he told me, that once he wandered 
for a long time in the desert, for twenty days and twenty 
nights, seeking some she-asses which had gone astray; 
I thought he was joking, for he said the happiest time 
of his life was when he was looking for his she-asses in 
the desert — but that he never found them. And he said 
too that when he was young he was very good-looking, 
he was the handsomest of all the children of Israel, he 
said. He’s still very handsome. King Saul, isn’t he? 

1ST Servant 

A bit worn. King Saul. If he goes on like that star- 
gazing every night . . . 

JOHEL 

Shut up, you idiot! Go to bed, my little lad. After 
nights like these, the mornings can be spent only in 
sleeping . . . {Aside.) Nothing to be got out of this boy. 

{Saki starts going out. The ist Servant snatches the wine 
flagon out of his hand) 
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1ST Servant 

HuUoI Don’t take that away with you! You’re not 
going to sleep with that flagon! {Saki waits^ Off with 
you now! Good-bye! Good-bye. 

(Ejxt// Saki) 

1ST Servant { drinking ) 

He’s mad. 

JOHEL 

Who? 

1ST Servant 

The King. He’s mad! (Drinking^ He’s mad! It’s all very 
well to spend the whole night drinking wine like this, 
or else saying one’s prayers, if one’s got something on 
one’s mind one wants to get rid of; or else studying the 
stars to see what the weather will be like to-morrow. 
But all that at once! (Drinking,) He’s mad! 

(He drinks) 

Johel (absent-mindedly) 

Shut up, you idiot! (Aside,) The boy’s too young and 
simple. We shall never get anything out of him. 

1ST Servant 

Hullo! Here’s the High Priest! It’s when the King goes 
to bed that he gets up. 

(Enter the High Priest) 

High Priest (to the \st Servant) 

Go and sweep further off. 

(Hx// \st Servant) 

Well, Johel, have you seen the king? Did he say any- 
thing about himself? What have you found out? What 
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have you found out? Tell me. I have come at dawn, 
before he sees the messengers, because I must know 
what’s up in order to face a new situation. The messen- 
gers are back already; their abominable job has been 
done; and the clamours of the people will have woken 
the King, if so be he was still asleep. 

JOHEL 

No. Not still, but already. Every night, for a long 
time past the King has been sitting up on the terrace. 

High Priest 

Out of doors? Dearl Dear! Alone? 

JOHEL 

Yes . . . No; with the cup-bearer. 

High Priest 

The boy? Does he say anything? Come on! Out with 
it! What do you know? 


JOHEL 

You ask too many questions. And besides, I don’t 
know anything. 

High Priest 
What does the boy say? 

Johel 

Nothing to speak of. 

High Priest 

He’s too young. Does the King get drunk? 
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JOHEL 

He says he can’t manage to get drunk. 


High Priest 

So we must think of something else. 

JOHEL 

Here’s the Queen. 

(JBnfer jQueen) 

High Priest (^gping towards her) 
Nothing yet. Madam. Still nothing. 

(Silence) 

Queen (to Johel) 

Does he speak to the cup-bearer? 


Johel 

No; to himself. 

Queen 

And . . . what does he say? 

Johel 

The boy isn’t able to repeat anything. 

High Priest 

As I feared. Madam, he’s too yoxmg. 

Queen 

We must find someone else. 

(Johel makes as though to go out) 
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High Priest {calling him hack) 

Johell One moment! What does Saki say of the King? 

JOHEL 

He says he’s fond of him. 

High Priest {turning to the Queen) 

There, you see; he’s won him over. 

{fixit Johel) 

High Priest 

No further doubt, Madam: the King has a secret. He’s 
trying to read the stars. And if he has had all the sorcerers 
killed, it’s because he has read the stars and wishes to 
be alone to know what they say. The Queen is aware, 
no doubt, that Saul spends his nights now on the terrace? 

Queen 

Oh, Nabal! How should I be aware of it? 

{The High Priest smiles) 

Oh! it’s such a long time ago since Saul withdrew from 
me. To-day, Nabal, my anxiety has become greater than 
ever and I will speak to you more openly. Nabal! Saul 
never loved me. After he married me he made pretence 
of turning some show of flame towards me; but it was 
a very short-lived pretence. You can’t imagine, Nabal, 
the coldness of his embraces! As soon as I was with 
child, they ceased altogether. I was afraid for a moment 
of being jealous, but I was mistaken; there was no need 
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to be jealous: it was nothing. I know, I know he took 
concubines; but now he has repudiated them all — and 
then, Nabal, I must tell you about Jonathan. Jonathan 
is the only one who is his son. He dropped from me 
before his time, like an unripe fruit which decays with- 
out ever ripening. I was very slow to get over the dis- 
grace I felt at having such a feeble offspring. He was 
early weaned and then I gave him over to the charge of 
men only, thinking that if he lived solely with warriors, 
he would grow in courage. So he hardly knows me. I 
am the Queen, not his mother. He is afraid of me, he 
does not love me. It took me a long time, I confess, to 
stifle every yearning of my heart, before I was able to 
devote myself, wholly, as I do now, to the difficult busi- 
ness of governing the kingdom. Saul is perfecdy con- 
tent to be of no help to me at all; his negligence is 
inconceivable; and yet he is always preoccupied. Naball 
Naball How I suffered at first when I saw the anxiety 
of Saul’s brow stamped on his weakly son’s. I used to 
follow him sometimes as he wandered about the gardens, 
or down shadowy corridors of the palace; I never saw 
him smile. And my hatred was turned against Saul, be- 
cause it was through me that he had created this miserable 
offspring in his own hideous likeness. 

High Priest 

And yet Saul was very handsome. 

Queen 

And so is Jonathan — very comely, I know. I know. 
His weakness has a kind of grace; but I hate his weak- 
ness, Nabal; I hate him! I hate him! I hate him! 

But do you suppose I have disturbed you at your 
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prayers in order to talk about him? Listen! It is not the 
King’s restlessness that torments me. I am glad to know 
him occupied. The cares of love are harder to bear, more 
wearing Aan those of royalty. The latter deliver me from 
the former. I like to feel my power too; and, besides, 
the King never claimed anything. All was well: the God 
of greater Israel too prospered under my government. 
And now, Nabal! 


High Priest 

And now! 

Queen 

We had him so well under control, Nabal. 

High Priest 

Yes, but for the last month, he has completely 
escaped us. 

Queen 

I feel I can’t do anything unless I know what he is 
thinking. The Philistines are there, waiting. Saul alone 
can give orders; but I was in command of his will. I 
could do everything through him. At any rate he lis- 
tened to everything I said through your lips. But now, 
as you say, he has escaped us; and while the Philistines 
are at our gates, neither advancing nor retiring, and 
enjoying the inertia of our men, he watches them from 
the top of his terraces, and seems busy with other matters. 

High Priest 

Yes; the Philistines are enjoying themselves, it is true. 
And even, to mock us the more, they have invented 
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something: it’s a hideous fellow called Goliath, who is 
a head taUer than the tallest of them. For the last four 
days there has been a blare of trumpets early in the 
morning; a small soldier precedes the tall one and they 
march along the ranks of our army. Goliath calls out 
a challenge to anyone who is willing to fight him, and 
proposes the battle should be decided by this single- 
handed trial. Our army looks at him, no one says a word 
or makes an offer, so that every morning the giant’s 
insolence becomes greater, his challenge more scornful 
and his insults more outrageous. He will soop consider 
he has already won the victory — a victory without a fight 
— a victory by agreementl Even our own soldiers now 
don’t take themselves seriously; this war is merely a game: 
just a joke; as soon as the morning challenge is over, 
they fall into intercourse with each other; they break the 
bounds of their camps; they meet and mingle; exchange 
tools, gods, loves, wares; Saul continues to be silent and 
stony Israel becomes gradually penetrable. 

Queen 

And this giant, you say is called? 


High Priest 

Goliath. 

Queen 

And you know no one to set against him? 
High Priest 

So far no one. 

Queen 

And to take the cup-bearer’s place? 
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High Priest 

The Barber’s seeing to that. But why put anyone in 
his place? The King would suspect something. He’s fond 
of the boy. We must make another place: a singer, a 
harp-player, something or other. 

Queen 

But who will get him to agree? He mistrusts us and 
won’t admit any stranger into his presence. Jonas the 
Barber must undertake it. He knows how to manage 
him; he gets the King to listen to him. 

High Priest 

Will he be coming? 

Queen 

Yes, with Saul, presently. 

High Priest 

Here they both are! 

(Enler Saul and the Barber) 

Queen {politely hurrying towards him) 

My Lord Saul, how have you spent the night? You 
look very pale, as if the moon were still shining on your 
brow. Believe me, you are wrong to spend the night on 
the terrace. 

{Saul makes an impatient gesture) 

The full moon in summer is said to have a pernicious 
influence on our thoughts. Since you have taken to 

172 



SAUL 


Spending the nights in this way, your brow seems to 
have become the abode of care. 

Saul 

Oh, Madam, let me alone! It is since care has made 
its abode on my brow that I have taken to spending my 
nights so. 

(JBjiter guards. To guards) 

Well? And the messengers? 

1ST Guard 

They are waiting for the King to call them. 

Saul 

Where are they? 

1ST Guard 

In the courtyard. 

Saul 

With the crowd! (Aside.) I should have done it secretly. 

Queen (coming up) 

My Lord Saul! Is it true what they are saying in the 
palace? You have had the prophets killed? 

Saul 

Not the prophets, Madam; the sorcerers. You know 
very well that God cannot endure them. 

Queen 

Then who will tell us the future now? 
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Saul {shouting 

The King. (To the guard.) Let them come in nowl 
(The guard goes out left. Enter Jonathan right) 

Saul (catching sight of Jonathan) 

OhI Prince Jonathan. Good day. I am glad to see you 
in our presence at this hour. You will see what it is to 
govern. It is time you learnt. Come here. 

(Jonathan takes his place on the left of the King; the 
Queen on the right) 

Queen (leaning towards Saul) 

Three more white hairs, my Lord! Barber, you are not 
looking after the King properly. You must dress his hair 
again as soon as the sitting is over. His face shows signs 
of fatigue and his beard is badly trimmed. 

(So sayings she goes up to the Barber. The guard re-enters) 
Guard 

My Lord, the messengers are here. 

Saul 

Let them come in. 

(As the messengers enters the Queen whispers to the Barber) 


Well.^ 


Queen 

Barber 


Well, Madam, I have found out . . . 
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Queen 

Make haste. 

(Tieir voices are drowned) 

Saul 

EliphasI It was to you I gave the list. 

Eliphas (one of the messengers) 

Here it is. 

(He hands the list to the King) 

Queen (to the Barber) 

David, did you say? 

Barber 

David, Bethlehemite . . . 

Saul (reading 

Two at Ramah; at Keilah, the invoker; three on Mount 
Bethel and four on Gilboa; at the well of Sechu an inter- 
preter of dreams; at Michmash . . , 

(He goes on reading in a low voice. The Queen goes up to the 
High Priest and her voice is heard above the King's) 

Queen (to the High Priest as though continuing} 
David. 

High Priest 

David? 
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Queen 

Yes, the son of Jesse, the Bethlehemite. Go quickly 
and have him fetched out of the camp. 

(Exif High Priesf) 

Saul 

Well then, it’s true? You struck them from behind, 
or, if in front, it was because they were asleep? So they 
didn’t see you? They said nothing? 

(Jonathan totters) 

Why, Jonathan, what’s the matter? Are you giddy? 

Jonathan 

No, Father. We are learning to govern. 

Saul 

Come, come. Lean on me. You must have a stout 
heart. And they said nothing? I can’t ask everyone. I’m 
too tired this morning. OhI I told you to have everyone’s 
tongue pulled out. 

Eliphas 

We have got them all. 

Saul {turning to Jonathan) 

Some of them talk after they are dead. 

(Jonathan faints) 

Saul 

There nowl He’s fainting! Ah! (With an an^y gesture,) 
Madam, take him away! Out upon it! It’s like a woman! 
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And it’s because of him that I didn’t question them 
properly ... So! it’s an understood thing, isn’t it? (I 
really am very tired.) They’ve all of them been . . . And 
no one said anjrthing? If, by chance, any of you heard 
anjrthing, let him take carel But, in truth, everyone of 
you, my faithful servants, shall have his reward. 

(As he is speakings the King passes his hand over his forehead 
several timesy and then takes off his crown. He gets up 
and goes towards the door. The servants and messengers 
go outy leaving the guard and the Barber alone together for 
a moment) 

Guard 

But what’s the matter with the King? Is he ill? 


Barber 

No, no. I will see to him. 


Guard 

But . . . 

(Re-enter Saul. Seeing that the messengers have goney he signs 
to the guardy and says mysteriously:) 

Saul 

You’re to have those messengers killed. 

fExit Guard) 


Barber (to the Kingy as he is moving away) 

Allow me, your Majesty. Just the smallest little fric- 
tion. Oh, Oh! I noticed that wrinkle just now from a 
distance. Two touches of this ointment and it will vanish. 

(As he is speaking he takes various instruments out of his 
satchel and settles the King in a chair to the right) 
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And here are the hairs the Queen pointed out a moment 
ago. Oh, it’s true they are a beautiful white. But the others 
are a beautiful black; and your Majesty’s not yet the age 
. . . Your Majesty has kept marvellously youngl In spite 
of all the worries of royalty. {Saul makes a gesture^ Care- 
fully now! {J^he Barber puts kohl under his eyes,) Carefully! 
We must keep our good looks. . . . Never mind! We’ve 
been a little over-tired lately. 

Saul 

I haven’t • . . 


Barber 

No, no. Don’t move your lips. I’ve made a little mis- 
take in the beard. Ah! I meant to tell His Majesty . . . 
I’ve just invented a new kind of water-ice . . . flavoured 
with aniseed. Yes! aniseed! Particularly cooling and a 
trifle heady. Ah! When His Majesty’s thirsty if he’ll do 
me the favour of ordering . . . And I was forgetting! 
How absent minded! 

(The Queen comes in quietly from behind) 

The little singer I had told Your Majesty about . . . 

Saul 

You told me nothing at all. 

Barber 

Nothing at all! What can I have been thinking of? 
A wonderful singer, Sire, who accompanies himself on 
his harp as he sings. 
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WeU? 


Saul 


Barber 

Weill IVe found him! {Wheedling^ He’s herel 

Saul 

But who asked you to? 

Barber 

Your Majesty! Your Majesty! The other day as Your 
Majesty was coming out of his bath, he cried out: “Ah! 
if only I could have a little music!” But Your Majesty’s 
too tired now; Your Majesty doesn’t remember. 

Saul 

Oh! let me alone with your harp-player! I don’t want 
anybody near me. Do you understand? Nobody at all. 
Just bring me your ices. I’m thirsty. 

Queen {drawing near) 

Why not listen to him, dear husband? A charming 
little harp-player! Beloved husband! A harp-player to 
soothe your melancholy. 

Saul 

Ha! My lady Queen! If she proposes anything, it must 
be something that will do me harm. 

Queen 

I have already noticed that music — and even the war- 
like flourishes of trumpets — ^has an excellent effect on 
your enfeebled faculties. 
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Saul {aside) 

The woman detests me. 

Queen 

It often happens that the mind is distracted from its 
anxieties by the playing of a harp and easily lapses into 
sleep . . . 

Saul {aside) 

I hate her. 

(H(f gets up) 

Queen 

... or delivers itself of its impurities and rids itself in 
a few wandering words of . . . 

Saul 

Hold your tongue, madam. I have heard quite enough. 

{Exit Saul) 

Queen 

Well, Barber? 

Barber 

It^s no good, madam. We must give it up. 

Queen 

What! Give up! Pooh! Let's try at any rate. The King 
never knows what he wants. Let's wait at any rate till 
he has seen him. 
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Barber 

Here he isl 

(David and the High Priest come in conversing 
Queen 

He's very beautiful. 

High Priest (/;; the wings) 

Fight Goliathl What an absurdityl 
(J^hey come in) 

Would you believe it, Madam? This youngster 
wants . . . 


Queen 

I know. But he's much too young. 

Barber 

He’s the one . . . 


Queen 

Be quiet! 

(Exit Barber) 

Are you David? David of Bethlehem? Daoud, some 
people say. 

David (pointedly) 

David, Yes, madam. 
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Queen 

I was looking for you, David. 

David 

I was looking (otjoUy madam. 

Queen {irritated) 

And why, David, were you looking for me? 
David 

To ask you to allow me to fight. 

Queen 

The giant? Is it serious, then? 

David 

Do you mean the giant^s challenge, Madam? 
Queen 

Yours, David. 


David 

Do you doubt it? 

Queen {giving him a long look) 

No. But you are a child, David. Really a child. How 
old? 


David 


Seventeen. 
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Queen 

Seventeen! And have you been trained in the calling 
of arms? 


David 

No. So far I have lived in the mountains, I am a 
shepherd. But though I haven’t fought with men, I have 
fought with bears when they attacked my flocks — bears 
and sometimes lions. 

Queen {to the High Priest) 

It’s true he looks strong. But it was in the camp they 
found you, wasn’t it? How did you leave Bethlehem? 

David 

Oh! only a few days ago and only for a short time. 
I just went to see my brothers and to take them as a gift 
from my father some honey cakes that he had prepared 
for them. I am younger than they are. Thej are in your 
army; but in your army no one wants to fight. They’re 
all frightened. And they all laughed at me when I spoke 
of going to fight against Goliath. They wouldn’t let me 
. . . {angrily) and even my brothers insulted me. That’s 
why I wanted to find you. 

Queen 

I don’t laugh at you, my noble David. 

David 

Then will you let me? 
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Queen 

Wait a moment. 

High Priest 

What, Madam? You’ll allow him? 

Queen 

Let’s try. I like him, Nabal. Have we a suit of armour? 
High Priest {smiling) 

There’s the King’s madam. It’s never used now. 
Queen 

Prince Jonathan can’t wear it. 

High Priest 
No; but David is bigger. 

Queen 

Send for it. 

(Looking after the servant as he goes out) 

Who is that who has just gone by on the terrace? 
Wasn’t it Prince Jonathan? Call him. 

(Enter Jonathan) 

Queen (to David) 

This is my son, Jonathan. You’ll love him like a 
brother. Eh? Jonathan? Come, children. Kiss each other. 
(To the High Priest,) Look how charming they arel What, 
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Prince Jonathan, you are smiling? I have never seen you 
smile before. 


Jonathan 

It’s at David Tm smiling, madam. 

Queen 

Of course. He’s going to fight. 

Jonathan 

Goliathl Is it true, David? 

(Tie armour is brought in) 

Queen 

And here’s the King’s armour. 

(David takes the helmet and puts it on his head for a moment. 
He tries the weight of the armour in his hand,) 

David 

No. I’ll fight as I am. 

Queen 

But it’s madness, David. 

David 

Excuse me, madam. All this weight would be less a 
protection than a hindrance to my courage. I fear nothing, 
knowing that the God of Israel will protect me. I will 
go as I am; with my sling, which I can use skilfully enough. 

(The servant who had brought in the armour and has been waiting 
takes it away again. The Queen and the High Priest look 
at each other) 
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High Priest 

Madam, let’s allow him to have his way. He looks 
very valiant. 

(Tiej go slowly towards the back exit^ leaving David 
and Jonathan in front) 

Jonathan 

David, take my sling, will you? 

(David takes ity examines it and then gives it back to 
Jonathan) 

David 

I’m accustomed to my own. It’s a better one. 
Jonathan 

Then take these stones. 

David (same as before) 

They’re not sharp enough. 

Queen (from the back of the stage) 

Come, High Priest. Let them settle it for themselves. 
We’ll leave them alone. They’re children. 

(They go out) 

Jonathan 

David, what shall I give you then? All the same, I 
should like . . . 

David 


Prince . . . 
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Jonathan 

OhI Don’t call me “Prince”. Call me just Jonathan. 
No one calls me that, but always “Prince Jonathan”. 
Even my father and mother. I’m sick of it. 

David 

My father and mother at Bethlehem call me “Daoud”, 
and, on the contrary, they’re the only ones who do. 

Jonathan 

Then what am I to call you? 

David 

Call me Daoud too, like them. Will you, Jonathan? 
Jonathan 

Go and be victorious, Daoud! I will watch you from 
the top of the terrace. 
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The same scene as in Act I, but in broad dayli^t. All the 
curtains are pulled back. Men are walking about and forming 
animated ffoups, Johel enters right with the Barber. 

SCENE I 

(A group of men) 

1ST Man 

I tell you it was to see his brothers. 

2ND Man 

No; it was to fight the Philistines. 

3RD Man 

OhI come now! How could he have known about it 
at Bethlehem? It’s the Queen who sent him to fight. 

4TH Man 

Yes, when she had seen him. But that doesn’t explain 
how he got into the palace. 

2ND Man 

He got into the palace? 

4TH Man 

Nor how he spoke to the Queen. 
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1ST Man 

He spoke to the Queen? 

{Another man comes up) 

5TH Man 

Nonsense! He wouldn’t have seen the King, if the 
Queen hadn’t been looking for a harp-player. 

{Another man comes up) 

6th Man 

He wouldn’t have seen the Queen, if the King hadn’t 
had a secret. 

2ND Man 

Ah! the King’s secret! Do you want to know the 
King’s secret? 

(He leans over to the ist Man and whispers in his ear) 

1 ST Man (shouting with lau^ter^ whispers to the ^rd Man) 
Do you want to know the King’s secret? 

(He whispers in the ^rd Man's ear) 

Who wants to know the King’s secret? 

3 RD Man (shouting with laughter) 

Ten groats for the King’s secret! 

(Another man comes up as the last words are spoken) 
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7TH Man 

Weill I have a secret, like the King. 

(Tie others gather round him) 

It’s this! Before he died the great Samuel went to 
Bethlehem. He sent for little David and then, in a small 
court-yard, where hardly anyone saw him, he took some 
oil and anointed him, just as he had Saul. . . . Thirty 
groatsi 

(Johel and the Barber come up) 

JOHEL 

A secret which might well be worth more than that, 
old tell-talel 

7TH Man 

How much? 

Johel 

Your head, old rascal! Take care that no one . . . 

(They scatter and gradually disappear) 

7TH Man 

Ah! A poor reward one gets for one’s confidences! 
Johel 

Does the King know that? 

Barber 

Certainly not. Does the Queen? 

Johel (threatening^ 

Barber! Take care. . . . 
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Barber (sam) 

Johel! Take care. . . . 

JOHEL {changing to a sudden affection) 

My dear Barberl 

Barber {same) 

My excellent Johell 

{J'hej start going out arm in arm. Shouts outside) 

But what’s all that shouting? 

Johel 

It’s David’s escort going by. 

{They are joined by others who rush along with them) 

Barber 

Let’s hurry! 

(jThe shouts below the terrace grow louder, 'Enter Jonathan and 
Sakiy who go towards the terrace, Saki and Jonathan alone) 

Saki 

No, Prince, this way. You’ll see better. 

Jonathan 

Oh, Said! Tell me again. All alone! With nothing but 
his sling! You saw him too! How magnificent he looked! 
He’s my friend, you know. 

{Saul appears) 
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But come on! Here’s my father . . . 

(Jonathan and Said go out) 

(The stage is empty when Saul enters) 

Saul 

True, I can get solitude! But it’s because people flee 
from me! Come! This Conqueror! Let him be brought 
before me! I am angry with him. I am very angry with 
everyone! These shouting crowds annoy me. These 
acclamations — denied to me — for an accidental triumph! 
They were not for me, even after my hardest victories. 
. . . Ah! My lady Queen, you choose your attendants! 
A child, they tell me. . . . Why? To reassure me? Who 
gave him the right to be victorious? You, perhaps! Not 1. 

{He walks up and down as he speaks ^ and during the next scene 
continues walking. Guards appear at the door left) 

Saul 

Come on. Bring him in. So! he’s a shepherd, this 
conqueror! It’s true he’s quite young. Ah! But he’s ter- 
ribly good-looking. 

(These three sentences are said in a lower and lower voice, Saul^ 
as he is striding backwards and forwards ^ has so far seen 
David only from behind. He draws near and speaks loudly 
and angrily) 

But his hands are all covered with blood! 


(He looks him all over) 
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Why! he's all stained with it! But he ought to have 
cleansed himself. You, guards! Couldn't you have told 
him so? Nothing stained with blood should be allowed 
in here! 

{David makes as though to go out) 

No! Let him stop! Little giant-killer, I'm very angry 
with you. 

{He strides up and down. After a short silence) 

David 

Why are you angry with me. King Saul? I was vic- 
torious, it is true, but it wasn’t against you. 

Saul 

But who allowed you? 


David 

The Queen said . . . 

Saul 

The Queen, ah! Let me tell you there is no queen in 
Israel. There is only the King’s wife. 

David {after a silence) 

Why are you annoyed. Sire? It is to you I am devoted. 
Saul {aside) 

His voice falls upon my anger like the rain from 
Heaven upon the dust beneath! {Aloud) I wish to be 
left alone . . . {David makes a move to go out) with him. 

(flhe guards go out) 
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Saul {still pacing 
I look very angry, don’t I? 

{David keeps silent) 

Come! Answer! Your name? What are you called? 
David 

David. 

Saul 

David. . . . David. . . . The Moabites say Daoud. 
You’ll agree to my calling you Daoud? 

David 

No. 

Saul 

No? Why not? Let me call you Daoud. I want to call 
you Daoud. 

David 

Someone else calls me that. I have promised that 
only he . . . 

Saul 

Someone else? Who? 

{David does not answer) 


Saul 

Little shepherd, I wish to know. I am your King. 
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David 

Your right goes no further than your power. 

Saul 

Than my power? What do you do when one of 
goats in your flock won’t obey you? 


David 

I strike it. 

Saul 

Do you still refuse? 

David 

Strike me. 


Saul (raising his javelin and then changing his mind) 
Do you love God? 

David 

My love of God makes my strength. 


Saul 

Are you so strong, David? 

David 

He is very strong. 

Saul (after a silence) 

And now, what are you going to do? 

David 

Tm going back to Bethlehem, my country. 
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Saul 

No, David. Listen. I want you in my service. The 
Queen has spoken of a harp-player for me; I don’t want 
hers, but . . . 

David 

It was me she meant. 

Saul {after a moments reflection) 

Ah! Then you can play the harp? But here comes the 
Queen. Perhaps she’s looking for you. I’ll leave you. 
I dare say you will have things to say to each other. 

(He makes as though to go out^ but hides behind a column. The 
Queen comes in right talking to the High Priest. She catches 
sight of David) 

Queen (to the High Priest) 

Here he is. Leave us. 

(Exit High Priest) 

Ah! David, I’ve found you at last and, thanks to God, 
covered with glory. At first, though I already thought 
you lovely, I still looked on you only as a shepherd. But 
now, made more lovely still by your triumph, it’s only 
the victor I see in you. What is your anxiety, David? 
For you look anxious. I know the King spoke harshly 
to you just now. Is that it? 

David 

No, madam; the King little by little calmed the harsh- 
ness of his first words, and soon spoke to me very gently. 
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Queen 

And for a very long time too? You were alone together, 
were you not? 


David 

Yes; for some time. 

Saul [in hiding 

They’re too far off. I can’t hear anything. 

Queen 

Really, you would be wrong, David, to be troubled 
about such things. The King’s mood need not vex you. 
It’s not of much consequence; sometimes disagreeable, 
and even hostile, without any reason; and very change- 
able. 


David 

But I am not troubled, madam. The King was kind 
to me. 


Queen 

I’m glad to hear it, David. It’s true that your beauty 
cannot fail to be attractive; but what you call the King’s 
kindness will be a great help to us in our plans. For I 
take an interest in you, David. Your courage deserves 
a better reward than the ovations of a stupid excited 
population. I see you will know how to deal with the 
King, since his gloomy mood was changed by talking 

to you, and But first of all, David, tell me, you won’t 

forget that it’s to me you owe this honourl 
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David 

What honour, madam? 

Queen 

Being singer to the King. 

David 

Pardon me, madam, if I had heard already . . . 
Queen 

Ah! the High Priest told you? 


No. 


David 


Queen 

The Barber then? 


David 

But the King himself asked me . . . 



Queen 

Why vexed? On the contrary, David, isn’t it an excel- 
lent thing that our wishes should coincide in you? And 
you? What did you answer? 

draw near the King) 
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David 

It was just then that you came in, and the King went 
away before I had time to answer him. 

{Still nearer) 

Queen 

Then, answer now. 


David 

But the King isn’t here, madam. 

Saul {in hiding 

Well done, my brave DavidI 

Queen 

David, your youth needs instruction. King Saul has 
not the authority you suppose. 

Saul {in hiding) 

Ha! Hal 

Queen 

In former days, I know, he was a king full of wisdom 
and courage; but now his will-power has outstripped 
itself; it needs to be guided, and in most cases it is I 
myself who make his decisions. Thus the idea of having 
a singer to wait on him is mine; he agrees; and so much 
the better, since the singer will be you. But understand 
too, David, that the King, harassed as he is with evil 
thoughts, needs me to watch over him constantly. 

Saul {in hiding 

Beware, madam! 
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Queen 

But he speaks to me very little; I am hardly ever with 
him. His least words, his slightest acts, every thing about 
him may cast a light on his mental sickness and help me 
to care for him more usefully. So everything must be 
reported to me. 

David 

Madam! 


Queen 

David, you mustn’t take my words amiss. Without 
my watchful care, what would your King be worth? 
You will help me. Both of us, together, we may some- 
times be able to cheer his fits of melancholy. You will 
know of them sooner than I and you will tell me of 
them. Then you and I together . . . Answer me . . . Oh! 
For a conqueror, you are singularly bashful! And you 
lower your eyes, while I raise mine — to look at you, 
Daoud — lovelier than ever! 

(Sbe touches his cheek with her hand) 

David 

Oh! Madam! The King . . . 

{Saul leaps from behind the column, David flees) 

Saul 

Daoud!!! Enough, madam, enough! Can’t you see that 
this child . . . Don’t run away, David! I’m not coming 
after you, David, and look, it’s not you I’m striking! 

(He seizes the Queen by her clothes and hair and drags her 
down on the ground) 
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Queen 

Jealous, perhapsl You! 


Saul 

Oh, don’t mock, madam! I am jealous, terribly! 

{He strikes her several times with his javelin) 

Queen 

Detestable Saul! I didn’t hate you enough, imprudent 
that I was! May the whole weight of your crown fall 
now on you alone! Cover up your anxiety! Protect it! 
Dangerous King Saul! Be dangerous henceforth to your- 
self alone! I shall see now whether you can hide your 
secret from the dead. ... I didn’t think it was so terrible. 

{She dies) 

Saul {bending over the Queen* s body) 

You are wrong, madam. The secret you are looking 
for is another . . . 


scene II 

SauVs room. Ill-lighted by a single smoky lamp. Empty of 
furniture. Rights a bed, Hefty a window. More or less in the 
centre a kind of throney continued right and left by benches or 
anything that will make it possible to sit very near the throne. 
King Saul is discovered aloney dressed as before in a purple 
mantle. He is wearing his crown. 
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Saul {going to the door and shutting it carefully) 

Ahl I was waiting for the night. 

{lie draws a curtain over the door^ turns round and 
looks about him) 

And now that Fm alone . . . 

(He sits down. The chorus of Demons looms up and imme- 
diately sits in a circle on the ground in front of Saul. 
Their voices mingle with his) 

Demons 

Let’s deliberate! 

Saul {not yet seeing them) 

It’s quieter here than on the terrace. And Saki asked 
me for leave to spend the evening with Jonathan . . . 

Demons 

. , . And David. 


Saul 

Yes. For that matter, I preferred being alone. . . . The 
perfumes out there distracted me; and I have nothing 
more to look at in the stars. I see nothing more in them. 

1ST Demon 

If he begins talking to himself, you know, it won’t 
be very entertaining. 

{He yawns and the others stretch) 

Saul {continuing) 

The sorcerers . . . 
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2ND Demon 

He goes on just as if we were not there. 

Saul 

Perhaps they saw something. 

4TH Demon 

We really must take a hand soon. 

Saul 

What did they know? I ought to have kept some 
of them. 

4TH Demon 

He doesn’t let us get a word in edgewise. 

1ST Demon 

Patiencel 

Saul {Jooking fixedly at the demons without seeing them) 

And here my mind stops short and I don’t know at 
what particular point. 

5TH Demon 

One might try some suggestion or other. 

Saul 

I seem to be thinking with the greatest attention, but 
I don’t know of what. 

6th Demon 

Then it must be of David. 



SAUL 


Saul 

They want to find out my secret, but I don^t know it 
myself. I have several. 


1ST Demon 

You needn’t put yourself out with us, you know. 

Saul 

I understand now why I cared so little for the Queen. 
I practised chastity too easily in my youth. I practised 
a great many virtues . . . Ahl I was wanting to con- 
gratulate myself on having got rid of the Queen, and 
reflect on the advantages. . . . 

yTH Demon 

We might also . • . 


Saul 

That’s what I was thinking. Get rid of the High Priest 
too . . . There are more questions in Israel than he 
knows the answers to. When I ask questions, it isn’t of 
him. There are more answers in Heaven than questions 
on the lips of men. 

7TH Demon 

But . . . 


Saul 

— ^there are answers one has to wait for. 

3 RD AND 4 TH Demons {together) 
Or which one can’t hear. 
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4TH Demon 
One makes them up. 

(TAe two Demons fling themselves on each other and flght^ but 
^ moment and everything goes on as before) 

1ST Demon 

OhI I say, King Saull Talk to us now. 

Saul 

He pretends he loves God and that is the source of 
his strength. I am quite willing to love God; I did love 
Him once; but He withdrew from me. Why? 

1ST Demon 

To let us get near. 

{They laugh) 

Saul 

My eyes are dropping with fatigue and misery. 

5TH Demon 

You need a drop or two. 

Saitl 

Do you think so? No — not yet — and Saki isn’t here. 
2ND Demon 

But we are here. 

Saul 

Ah! my faithful friendsi 
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2ND Demon 

Qwtne now, old Saul! That's the least you can say. 

3RD Demon 

King Saul! We're thirsty. 

Saul 

Yes, of course! I'll fetch the cup. 

5TH Demon 

No, no, old fellow! Wait till it's brought. 

1ST Demon 

Oh! let him alone. It gives him something to do. 

(Tbej fight with each other, Saul gets up and seems to be waver- 
ing in indecision. The actor must give the impression that 
he is going on with his monologue) 

Saul {as the noise of the shindy increases) 

Don’t make such a row, little ones. I can't hear myself 
speak. 

2ND Demon 
But you’re not saying anything. 

{fThey all shake with laughter, Saul carit stop himself from 
joining in the laughter in spite of himself) 

Saul {seizing the cup and flagon of winCy takes a little sip) 
Oh! this crown is in my way. . . . 

(He flings it off on to his bed and goes to sit down again; his 
purple robe slips away from his shoulders. As he is sitting 
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down^ he takes another sip and becomes aware of the 
Demons) 

Hullol my little friends, you must be very uncomfort- 
able sitting there on the ground. Come and sit beside me. 

(They all get up and go and sit close to Saul) 

1ST Demon 

Oh, you know. It’s for you, not for us. 

{Saul smiles) 

2ND Demon {taking the smile for an invitation) 
Closer? 

Saul {rather breathless) 

You’re stifling me a bit like that. 

4TH Demon 

No, no! It’s because you want a drink. 

5TH Demon 

Shall I pour it out for you? Make haste! The night 
will soon be gone. 

{Saul holds out his cup. The Demon fills it and Saul empties it) 
5TH Demon 

More? 

{Saul holds out his cup again and the Demon fills it. As Saul 
raises it to his lips) 
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Several Demons 
Hullol What about us? 

{Saul lowers the cup. The Demons scramble round him and try 
to get hold of it so that the wine spills) 

Saul {getting up abruptly ^ makes the Demons roll on to the 
ground^ where they stay. He drops the cup^ and in a very 
loud voice) 

Ohl My mantle is all stained. 

{He walks up and down and then stands motionless; the lamp 
goes down and the dawn begins to whiten the window on 
the left. But the stage still remains very dark, A long 
silence) 

2ND Demon {his tone of voice completely altered) 

Saul, Saul! This is the hour when the goatherds let 
their flocks out from their stables. 

3RD Demon 

Now, Saul, is the moment to go up on to the tower 
and watch the coming of dawn. 

4TH Demon 

Or, on the perfumed hillside, in the freshness of the 
morning air, sing — sing a song of joy and praise. 

5TH Demon 

There are lawns bathed in dew . . . 

6th Demon 

There are baths ready in the palace. 
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1ST Demon 

As for me, after a sleepless night, what I should enjoy 
most is an aniseed sherbet with a liqueur. 

7TH Demon 

For me, it would be to listen to David singing. 

(Tiej all laugi) 


Saul {taking his head in his two hands) 

OhI to be alonel To be alonel 

(He opens the window^ through which comes a slight glimmer of 
dawn — and stretches out his hands towards the open air. 
The Demons have gradually disappeared without any 
theatrical effect) 

God of Davidl Help me! 
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SCENE I 

Same as in Act I, except that the curtains left, which separate 
the room from the terrace, are drawn. Johel enters left and is 
about to cross the room. The Barber, drawing aside the curtain, 
enters. 

Barber 

Histl Johell 

Johel 

Ahl Is that you. Barber? 

Barber 

Have you seen David? 

Johel 

That’s for you to say. I don’t know him. 

Barber {excusing himself) 

I know him so little. 

Johel 

Never mind. It’s your business. You must keep your 
eyes open. Barber; keep your eyes open. 
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Barber 

We"ll keep our eyes open, Johell We will. 

{Silence. The Barber begins to weep) 
The Queen kept her eyes open too! 


JOHEL 

Too open. 

Barber {weeping) 

Poor lady! Everything was so easy with her. 
{Silence) 


JOHEL 

Amazing, that little David! He had only to show 
himself . . . 


Barber 

To make a clean sweep. 

Johel 

To get it made, you mean. 

Barber 

I had rather help sweep than . . . 

Johel 

Yes. But take care! It's Saul who sweeps. 
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Barber 

Interests are so . . . confused. On whose side to be? 
Great God? Whose? I only want to do my bestl We 
must keep our eyes open! 

JOHEL 

Yes, Barber. We must, we must! But how on earth 
did you get the idea that the King was lacking in will- 
power? 

Barber 

No, no. I never said that. I said his will-power was 
out of sorts. It works by fits and starts. 

JOHEL 

Take care it doesn’t start on us. Eh! That’s what makes 
it more alarming than ever. His decisions seem to have 
no motive. Keep your eyes on the King, Barber. 

Barber 

If you think it’s easy! The High Priest . . . 

JOHEL 

WeU? 


Barber 

Well! He chatters with fright now when he speaks to 
the King. 


JOHEL 

What! He chatters with fright? 
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Barber 

I mean his teeth chatter with fright of the King. 

(Joiel shrugs his shoulders') 

Barber 

And then Saul now keeps people at a distance. In fact 
everyone goes off when he makes his appearance. And 
he’s the one who does the spying now. One doesn’t hear 
him coming and then one catches him listening behind 
a curtain — or one is caught oneself. And everyone slips 
off noiselessly, from room to room, where the King him- 
self is going round noiselessly . . . 


JOHEL 

The deuce! 

{While the Barber is speakings Johel goes to the curtain on the 
left and suddenly raises it) 

Barber {starting at the sound of the curtain) 

Oh! How you frightened me! As for me, / haven’t 
got a sword. 

Johel 

Never mind, Barber, you must speak to the King; and 
whatever you learn . . . 

Barber {looking at Johel' s sword) 

It’s wonderful, Johel, how strong our friendship has 
become! 

Johel 

And everything helps to strengthen it . . . 

{He ends with a gesture of girding it tighter) 
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Barber (continuing JoheVs gesture) 

. . . and tighten it. OhI Here comes David! Be off! 
Quick! Leave us alone. 

(David comes in from the terrace. Exit Johel) 

Barber (mysteriously) 

Prince David! . . . Prince David! 

David 

What is it. Barber? 

Barber (panting as if out of breath) 

I have been running after you for the last four days 
without being able to catch you alone for a single second, 
Prince David! 

David 

I am not *Trince”, Barber. 

Barber 

Very good, my lord, but . . . 

David (more and more severely) 

Nor lord, either. 

Barber 

It’s because I don’t know what to call such a glorious 
victor who . . . 

David 

I was only victorious through the help of God, Barber. 
I’m not even a captain in the army. 

214 



SAUL 


Barber 


But your courage . . . 


David 

Is no greater than my faith. 

Barber 

Exactly: faith . . . but your hope . . . 

David 

My hope is that, after having summoned me to kill 
Goliath, the God of Israel will be satisfied and let me 
return to Bethlehem and stay with my father and look 
after the goats as I used to. 

Barber 

Oh! goats! It’s men Lord David should look after . . . 
and that’s exactly what I wanted to say. Quick! for any- 
one might come in! The fact is that King Saul is out of 
sorts and Jonathan is as feeble as a little rare bird, and 
neither of them is at all in favour with the people, so 
that if the prince wished it I, I, the King’s Barber and 
doctor, who am in touch with him every day, I might . . . 

David 

Then, since you have told me your secret. Barber, listen 
now to mine. It is this: I love Saul as my King and 
Jonathan better than myself; and I fear God, Barber, and 
you had better take care lest your words may have in 
them what is offensive to His anointed. You called me 



SAUL 


“Prince” just now, which means you are ready to obey 
my orders, Barber. Leave mel Gol 

(Exit Barber) 

Jonathan! Jonathan! May the Eternal make steady this 
tottering crown on your weakly brow! 

(Enter Saul and Jonathan. Saul is simply dressed; Jonathan 
clothed in all the insignia of royalty. David withdraws into 
the left-hand comer; Saul and Jonathan advance towards 
the throne without seeing him. Saul notices that the curtain 
has been drawn aside and very deliberately pulls it back) 

Saul 

That’s how I like to see you, Jonathan. Come! You 
must take my place on the throne to-night; it’s high time 
you had a little practice in reigning, even in an empty 
hall. The sense one has of one’s royalty is greatly strength- 
ened by the habit of wearing the insignia. You must learn 
to get accustomed to them. The other day, when the 
messengers came, in spite of the extra weight of the 
crown, I don’t think you would have fainted on the royal 
throne, if you had been upheld by the sceptre and by 
the sensation of the purple robes you are wearing to-day. 

Jonathan 

Oh, father, let me be! I am so tired! If you only knew 
how heavy the crown is! 

Saul 

Really now! Do you think I don’t know! . . . But 
that’s why you should start getting into the way of it at 
once. I am old; and the less firmly it sits on my head, 
the more important it is it should be fixed solidly on yours. 
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Jonathan 


Fatherl Stop! My head's aching. . . . Take back your 
royalty. 


Saul 


No, no. I shall leave it you till this evening ... Of 
course I shall keep it to sleep with . . . But for the pre- 
sent, stay like that in your purple robes, and while there's 
no one there, imagine you are reigning over numbers. 

{David makes a movement) 


Saul {turning again to Jonathan) 

Ah! Yes! you are really royal now! {To David,) I wasn't 
expecting you till later, David. Never mind! Stay now. 
Yes, the young King is practising. I thought that this 
evening there would be no one for him to reign over. 
But here you are! So farewell! I leave you with his royalty. 

{He moves away right) 


Saul {aside ^ and hiding behind the curtain) 

I'm glad he has seen me without my crown; it made 
me look too unapproachable. 

{David and Jonathan remain motionless until Saul is out of sight) 
Jonathan 

Daoud! 


David 

O my young king! Triumphant king! How beautiful 
you are in all your glory! Why are you not Saul — and 
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why wasn’t it for you that I was called to sing still lovelier 
hymnsl Or to stay beside you ga 2 ing silently? Or to fall 
down — thus — at your feet? 

(He gets upy laughs ^ and rushing to Jonathan, embraces him) 

Saul (raising the curtain, left) 

Gentlyl Gentlyl 


Jonathan 

What makes you laugh, David, when you can see how 
horribly pale I am, and that I’m going to cry? And that 
I’m so tired that it’s 1 who am on the point of falling at 
your feet. 

David (stepping hack) 

JonathanI 

Jonathan (rising and coming forward) 

Feel this crown. What a weight! Eh? 

Saul (in hiding 

A good spy-hole! Oh! 

Jonathan (passing the crown to David) 

It has bruised my forehead. David! I’m iU. . . . Isn’t 
it heavy? Oh! put it on, do. 

(He puts it on David* s head) 

Saul 

Oh! I shouldn’t have seen that. . . . 
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Jonathan 

How well it suits youl But it is heavy, isn’t it? 

Saul 

Oh! David! What? You!— You! 

David 

My poor Jonathan! I wish I could think it heavierl 
But how weak you must be! 

Jonathan 

It’s true. It doesn’t look heavy on jour head, Daoud. 
Saul 

You, Jonathan! You! 

(He falls on his knees and sobs^ half wrapped in the curtain) 
David 

But you’re unwell, Jonathan. You’re pale and in a 
sweat. . . . 


Jonathan 

This purple is stifling me! This girdle! This sword is 
too heavy for me. I still feel the weight of the crown on 
my head. Ah, Daoud, I wish I could let all these shows 
of royalty drop to the ground! I wish I could lie down 
on the ground and sleep! Oh! if only I were a goatherd 
like you, naked under my sheepskin, in the open air! 
How beautiful you are, David! How I wish I could walk 
with you on the hills. You would clear every stone from 
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my path; at noon we would bathe our weary feet in the 
cool waters. Then we would lie down among the vines. 
You would sing. In what lofty words I would tell you 
of my lovel 

Saul {listening to this as if he were saying it himself and 
nodding approval) 

Yes. 

Jonathan 

Night would fall; you who are so strong — here, take 
my sword! — you would defend me from the wild beasts. 
I want to rest in your strength! Ah, I am stifling! Here, 
take the purple. Undo this mantle. 

(He helps David to take it off) 

Saul 

Ah! I shouldn’t be seeing this! 

Jonathan 

Your shoulder looks whiter now! And my girdle . . . 

Saul 

Oh, tortures! Mortification of the flesh! 

Jonathan 

I don’t know whether it’s from joy, or from cold, or 
from the pains of fever or of love, that now I am shiver- 
ing with only this linen tunic on me. 

Saul 

How beautiful he is in the purple robe! Daoud! 
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David (as it were^ calling him in a whisper) 

Jonathan! You are more lovely now in your white 
tunic than in all your regal finery. I hadn’t realised your 
elegance nor ^ the grace that weakness has bestowed on 
your limbs. 

Saul 

Ah! 


David 

Jonathan, it was for your sake that I came down from 
the mountains. Your flower of fragility would have faded 
there in the scorching heat of the sun. What! You are 
weeping! Shall I weep too out of tenderness.^ You are 
trembling? You are swaying? Comfort your weakness 
here, in my arms; 


Saul 

Oh! Not that! Oh! Not that! 

Jonathan (on the point of fainting 

Daoud! 

Saul (rushing out like a madman and shouting 
And Saul, then? And Saul? 

Jonathan (terrified) 

Fly, David, fly! 

(David, at sight of Saul, reluctantly leaves Jonathan and goes, 
not over quickly, throwing his regal attire behind him with 
horror. Jonathan falls, swooning) 


221 



SAUL 


David 

i 

Unhappyl Unhappyl Unhappyl 
Saul 

And Saul? 

(He watches David* s flight with stupefaction^ and without saying 
a word; then goes up to Jonathan^ kneels down beside him 
and lifts one of his arms) 

He’s too thinl Come, Jonathan! Speak to me. Come 
now! It’s your father! I frightened you, I know, but I 
don’t detest you . . . (Flinging down in disgust the arm he 
was holding) Ah! He’s weaker than a woman! (Bending 
over him) Is it love of David makes you so pale? 

(He runs right and calls) 

David! He is still running away. As if it was for him 
to be frightened! 

(He hurries to the curtain left^ raises it and calls) 

Hullo there! Hullo! Someone! Someone! Come quick! 


SCENE II 

SauVs room, Saul enters conversing with the High Priest. 
Saul 

So, not a single one? Not the smallest soothsayer left? 
High Priest 

His Majesty knows that they were all cut off by his 
Majesty’s orders. 
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Saul 

That’s not the question. I’m asking you whether one 
small one wasn’t perhaps overlooked. 

High Priest 

Not a single one. 

Saul 

It’s not that I want to punish anyone, please under- 
stand. On the contrary, I should like one to have been 
overlooked. I want one . . . myself. 

(The High Priest is silent) 

Saul 

Oh! Well! Be off with you! 

(Exit High Priest) 

What am I to do? Nothing! Nothing! The smallest 
sorcerer would know more. 

(Suddenly running to the door) 

High Priest! High Priest! 

(J^he High Priest reappears) 

And your God? Is He always silent? 

High Priest 


Always. 
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Saul 

All the same, it’s rather hard lines! What have I done 
to Him? Come now, Priest, jd?// answer at any rate. Why 
is He silent now? There must be some explanation in the 
end . . . Ah! I want to justify myself before Him. I am 
the accused; you, my judge. Question me. 

High Priest (completely bewildered with fright) 
What? 


Saul 

(How stupid he is!) How do I know? Ask me if I 
have frequented foreign women. 


Yes. 


High Priest 


Saul 

Why “yes”? Tm telling you to ask me whether I have 
ever lived with foreign women? Ask me, you fool! 
Or m . . . (Brandishing his javelin^ 

High Priest (trembling} 

I ask you if you have lived with foreign women? 

Saul (furious) 

No! I have not lived with foreign women. Do you 
hear? You know perfecdy well I have not lived with 
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foreign women. {Suddenly calm) Come on, nowl Quicki 
Ask another. 


High Priest 

Another what? 


Saul 

Ask me Really, you ought to know! There must 

be some commandments or other. 

High Priest 

There are the Ten Commandments. 

Saul 

Well, then, say your Commandments. What are you 
waiting for? Go on! 

High Priest { reciting ) 

I am the Lord thy God, who brought thee out of the 
land of Egypt, out of the house of bondage. 

Saul 

Oh! Make haste! I’m expecting the Barber. 

High Priest 

Thou shalt have none other gods but me. 

Saul 

No, not like that. Put them as a question. 
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High Priest 

Hast thou made to thyself any graven image, or the 
likeness of anything that is in Heaven above, or in the 
earth beneath, or in the water under the earth? 

{^Saul shrugs his shoulders impatiently) 

Hast thou bowed down to them or worshipped them? 
For I the Lord thy God am a jealous God . . . 

{Saul yawns) 

and visit the sins of the fathers upon their children unto 
the third and fourth generation of them that hate me, 
and . . . 


Saul {relieved) 

Ahl There’s the Barberl You can go on with that 
another time. 

{J!he High Priest goes out. Enter the Barber) 

Ahl there you are, beloved Barberl Light the torches. 
It’s getting dark. 

(The Barber lights the torches and gets his apparatus rea^) 
Saul (aside) 

I so much want to know that it’s not David I need 
fear! I can’t ... I can’t detest him! I want him to like me. 

(The Barber signs that he is ready) 

I sent for you because I want you to shave off my beard. 

Barber (stupefied) 

Shave your beard! 
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Saul 

Yes. My beard. It certainly ages me. It’s time now for 
me to look a little younger. It’ll make me look younger, 
won’t it? 


Barber 

Without the shadow of a doubt! But you’ll look less 
respectable. 


Saul 

I don’t particularly want to look too respectable. 
Come now! Are you ready? I’m waiting. 

Barber 

No! But really? Is the King speaking seriously? 

Saul 

Really now. Barber. Do I look as if I were joking? 
(He laughs^ Yes, but you’ll see how much better I shall 
joke without my beard. Seriously now, cut it off. 

Barber (beginning to shave) 

Such a fine beard too! It’s a pity. 

Saul 

Pooh! I was hidden by it. One must make one’s deci- 
sions without hesitation. How do I look. Barber? 

Barber 

Tired. 
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Ahl 


Saul 


Barber 

Yes. One can see His Majesty works hard. 


Saul 

Yes. I had to work all last night again. 


Barber 

Yes. Now the Queen isn’t there any more. His Majesty 
has to busy himself much more with the important affairs 
of the state. 


Saul 

There are affairs more important still than those of 
the state — and they concern me alone. 


Barber 

Oh, yesi 

Saul 

What? 


Barber 

I said, “Oh, yes!” I mean, “Oh, yes!” ... Of 
course, they only concern the King, and that’s the 
very reason he’s so tired, being obliged to take every- 
thing upon himself: perhaps too His Majesty is sorely 
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troubled about certain things. It’s true that if the Philis- 
tines ... 

Saul {enquiring) 

The Philistines? 

Barber {finishing his sentence) 

. . . come back. 

Saul 

Ah! — come back! 


Barber 

The King must know that people say they are coming 
back. 

Saul 

He knows, he knows; but . . . 

Barber 

But — if I dare speak — the King is looking for a sooth- 
sayer? 

Saul 

Ah! You know that. 

Barber 

Ye — es. 


How? 
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Does it matter? 


Barber 


Saul 

Do you know . . . 

Barber 

Sh — sh — OhI my scissors! 

Hush! One moment! There! 

(He drops them) 

Unrecognisable! I have taken ten years off the King’s 
age! 

Saul (anxiously) 

Out with it! Do you know? 

Barber 

Ye-^s. 


A wizard? 

No; a witch. 

Where? 

At Endor. 


Saul 


Barber 


Saul 


Barber 
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Saul 

Ahl The PjrthonessI How could I have forgotten her? 
Barber 

Whatl Did you know her too? 

Saul 

The one who talks with the dead? Yes, I saw her in 
times past; I had forgotten her, strangely forgotten . . . 
But she knows me. But you say I am unrecognisable? 

Barber 

Let the King take a mirror; I have done. 

Saul 

Yes, I don’t look so badi But oh! that wrinkle! 
Barber 

Your beard hid it a little. Shall I try ... ? 

Saul 

No. Leave it alone. You may go. 

(jEx// Barber) 

This time my passion serves my interest. I will go. 

(He goes to the window and opens it) 

The sky is lowering. There is going to be a frightful 
storm. All the sands of the desert have been stirred. No 
matter! 

(He leaves the window, casts off his purple mantle and 
wraps himself in an old cloak) 
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Really unrecognisablel (As if repeating a lesson^ There 
is someone I must beware of. 

(He kneels^ 

My God, grant that it may not be of David! I can’t 
... I can’t . . . 

(He gets up) 

Ugh! It’s too long since I last prayed. And then when 
I prayed it was the same thing. We’ll struggle. And it’s 
not for me to take the first step. It was he who started 
by withdrawing himself. I want so much to know that 
. . . that it’s not he. 

(Tie wind from the window blows out the torches) 

Ah! the wind! Let’s go! Let’s go! 


SCENE HI 

The inside of a not very large cave. The entrance left hack; 
on the right a hearth^ the fire of which faintly lights the cave. 

The Witch of Endor 

These four morsels of bread, these roots, and then. 
Witch of Endor, last of the prophets in Israel, die out, 
like a faint flickering flame. Those from whom I beg 
alms think themselves kind because they do not betray 
me to the King; they keep silent, but they give me no 
more food. King Saul, why did you cut us all off? But 
one day, do you remember, son of Kish, with no crown 
on your head, your father’s goatherd, you came to me. 
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You were looking in vain in the desert for your lost she- 
asses; it was on that day that I, the first of all, foretold 
your royalty. And since then, they say it is you who have 
become a prophet. What do you prophesy? Do your lips 
too tremble, unable to keep shut beneath the horrible 
pressure of the future? What future is it that transpires 
through you and which you wish to be alone of all men 
to know, since you destroy the soothsayers? So be iti 
Let them keep silent in the tomb. But you. King Saul, 
do you keep silent? As for me, wasted away, I am de- 
parting. As over the margin of a well, thirsting for the 
unknown, men would hang upon my lips, whence pro- 
phecy came gushing forth. And men loved me not, for 
they would have made me foretell happy things and I fore- 
told things that were beyond happiness. And now I think 
it is not good for man to know the future, for no mortal 
joy can last longer than the time it takes to say, “I am 
happy”; and we must make haste to say it, for all the 
rest of time is left in which to say “I was once happy”; 
and man’s happiness is blind. 

How cold I ami What frightful weather! All the toads 
of the neighbourhood have come to take refuge in my 
cave; such floods of rain, such an icy wind, that outside 
I thought I should expire even before dying of hunger. 
Never before have I felt so enfeebled. Who is it then 
who could have been so tormented by a longing for the 
future as to take to the road on such a night as this? 
Three times I doubted, but the flame repeated its signal 
a fourth time: someone is coming. And yet I thought 
I was totally unknown. We must make ready to receive 
him. Come then, last flame of Israeli For the approach- 
ing stranger, let us stir up one last expiring glimmer. 
And then let the curtain fall, raised for the last time, 
and let the half-opened lips of the dead shut down on 
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their secret for ever, for everl Ahl Ahl Ahl He draws 
near. 

(A/ this moment the Witch is on her knees^ bending over the 
cauldron from which clouds of smoke seem to be rising. 
She shakes her head and body and her speech becomes 
more and more breathless and excited. She seems to be 
seeing in the water of the cauldron^ as in a mirror^ every 
thing she describes in her monologue^ 

He is drawing nearer — the stranger — and yet he knows 
the way — ^he hasn’t even a torch in his hand. I feel I am 
weighed down by the fatigue of his climb up the moun- 
tain! Ah! his climb; he keeps slipping on the wet path — 
of the mountain; the wind blows — ^it whistles through 
his cloak. Oh! the fatigue. I feel I am on the point of 
death already! Wretched woman, as old as the cares of 
the world and who only wants to die in peace ... He is 
drawing near — nearer — the stranger. Ah! the brambles 
are tearing him! Bareheaded; he looks as mortally tired, 
ah! as my miserable self. He falls on his knees. Praying! 
No, he is getting up. He is running now — running up 
the path to my cave; he holds a javelin in his hand — 
mercy on me! I have no strength; I hear his steps; he 
is here! here! 

IfThe Witch^ more and more haggard^ lifts her head. When she 
says ‘'Here/'" she looks round with a glance that shows 
that her two fields of vision — the imaginary and the real — 
have become one) 

Am I going to die? 

(Her voice y louder and louder and with a scream) 

Mercy on me! Mercy! Mercy! Saullll 
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{Saul stands on the threshold, A tom cloak of rough woollen 
stuff covers him; he looks haggard; his hair dripping with 
rain is blown over his forehead) 


Saul {in a heart-broken voice) 

Oh! you recognise me? But I don’t look like a king, 
do I? 


Witch {her face on the ff^ound) 

Have mercy, Saul. Mercy on me, wretched that I am. 

Saul 

Am I less wretched than you? 

Witch 

Have mercy, Saul! on me who am about to die. 

Saul 

Don’t be afraid of me, Pythoness! I have not come to 
judge you. I have come to implore you. I don’t want you 
to implore me, 

{He takes his head in his hands) 

My distress is unbearable. 

Witch 

Is it PCing Saul who speaks so? 

Saul 

Yes. It is Saul. Not the King. Oh! why, why. Pythoness, 
did you foretell me royalty? Do you remember how hand- 
some I was with no crown? The least shepherd of the 
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hills — I was one of them — ^has more royalty in his bear- 
ing than my crown and purple robes have given me. 
I know one, who, as he makes his way, is more than 
glorious ... As for me . . . (He drops sitting on a stone.) 
I am tired. 


Witch (rising) 

Saull (In a condoling voice^ and not knowing what to say.) 
In this weather, the way was hard. 

Saul 

The weather? Was it raining? 

(He fingers his dripping cloak) 

Yes. I am cold. Come nearer. I am in need of con- 
solation. 

Witch (touching SauVs forehead very tenderly) 

Saul! 


What? 


Saul 


Witch 

Nothing. I pity you. King Saul. 

Saul 

Ahl Pity? It’s true that I’m pitiable. Pythoness! For 
nights now I have . . . 

(He seems to be swaying in his seat) 
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Ohl I am fainting. For nights and nights I have been 
searching and wearing out my soul with searching. 

Witch 

Searching for what? The future, Saul? 

Saul (tt/VA the air of a prophet) 

Incomparable torments of my soul! (Recovering himself^ 
Tm not always as weak as this; on certain days I still 
seem quite reasonable; but the way here exhausted me. 
I wouldn’t eat anything this evening. 

Witch 

I have a few morsels of bread. Will you have some? 

Saul 

No; not yet; my soul is hungrier than my body. But 
tell me. Pythoness, can you call up the dead? 

Witch (distressed) 

The dead, you want? But whom? 

Saul 

Whom? Samuel. 


Witch (terrified) 

He is too great. 


Am I Saul? 


Saul 
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Witch 

Then be obeyed. You are still master. 

(SAe goes up to the hearth and makes siffis and gestures 
of a kind to call up the dead) 

Look! The flame has begun to flare already. Stand away. 

Saul {standing upright^ holds his cloak in front of 
his face^ so that the apparition may be hidden from 
himy but not from the audience) 

Samuel! Samuel! Samuel! It is 1. 1 call upon your awful 
apparition in fear. Speak to me! Let one word of yours 
shatter or save me! My uncertainty has become intoler- 
able; and my anxiety is harder to bear than any word 
of yours. 

Pythoness! Pythoness! What do you see? 

Witch 

Nothing so far. 


Saul 

I dare not look. The soul within me is light and leap- 
ing as though with a desire to sing. I am fainting. 
Pythoness! Pythoness! What do you see? 

Witch 

Nothing. Ah! Ah! Ah! I see a God ascending from the 
earth. 


Saul 


What is he like? 
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Witch 

An old man is coming up; he is wrapped in a mantle. 
Saul (Jailing prostrate) 

Samuell 


Shade of Samuel 

Why hast thou disturbed me in my sleep? 

Saul 

I am in great distress. The Philistines make war against 
me, and the Lord has departed from me. 

Shade of Samuel 

Why dost thou consult me, since the Lord God has 
withdrawn from thee and become thy enemy? 

Saul 

Whom can I consult but thee? For the Lord no longer 
answers me, nor the prophets, nor dreams. Who will 
make known to me what I should do? 

Shade of Samuel 

Saul, Saul, why dost thou always lie in the face of thy 
Lord? Thou knowest that from the depths of thy heart 
another thought arises. It is not the Philistines that dis- 
quiet thee, and it is not for that that thou hast come to 
question me. 

Saul 

Speak then, Samuel. Thou who knowest my secret 
better than I myself. Fear has come upon me from every 
side. I dare not look upon my thought. What is it? 
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Shade of Samuel 

Saull Saul! Thou hast other enemies to overcome than 
the Philistines; but that which hurteth thee, thou dost 
harbour. 


Saul 

I will overcome . . . 

Shade of Samuel 

Too late, Saul. It is now thine enemy that the Lord 
protects. Before he was conceived in his mother's womb, 
the Lord had already chosen him. It is to make ready 
for that that thou dost harbour him. 

Saul 

But what then was my fault? 

Shade of Samuel 

To harbour him. 


Saul 

But since God had chosen him. 

Shade of Samuel 

Dost thou think that God had not seen from afar the 
waverings of thy soul in order to punish thee for them? 
He placed thine enemies at thy door; thy chastisement is 
in their hands; they are waiting behind the door thou 
hast left ajar; but it was long ago that they were invited. 
In thy heart thou knowest too the impatience of that 
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waiting; what thou callest fear, thou knowest is in reality 
desire. 

Harkl Those Philistines thou speakest of are already 
making ready. God will deliver all Israel into their hands. 

{Saul falls full length on the ground) 

For thee, thy royalty will become as a purple robe 
that is being torn, or as water that slips through the open 
fingers of thy hand. 


Saul {sighing) 

And Jonathan? 


Shade of Samuel 

Jonathan will not have a drop left to drink, nor a shred 
of purple to cover him. . . . OhI Unhappy Saul! How 
wilt thou bear the future, when its forecast alone is so 
crushing? 


Saul 


Lord God of Hosts I My future is in Thy Almighty 
hands. 


{He falls senseless) 


Shade of Samuel 

Yes, unhappy Saull Thou who hast cut off the seers 
and made away with all who interpret dreams, dost thou 
think thou canst make away with the future? Harkl Thy 
future is already on the march, sword in hand. Thou 
canst cut off those who watch it approaching, but thou 
canst not prevent its approach. It is approaching, Saul, 
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it is approachingl And it is already so near that thou 
canst no longer prevent anyone from seeing it. 

Why, since thou art unable to hear me, didst thou 
ask me to come up? My word, now that it has been 
called forth, will go on; henceforward it will never cease 
from spreading; if now thou didst make an end of all 
prophets, things themselves would take a voice; and if 
thou didst refuse to listen to that, it is thyself that wouldst 
become a prophet. 

In three days’ time, the Philistines will attack and the 
flower of Israel will succumb. LookI the crown is no 
longer on thy head. God has placed it on David’s . . . 
on David’s. LookI Jonathan himself, with his own hands 
is placing it there. Farewell, Saul! Thou and thy son, 
you will soon join me again. 

(Tie Shade vanishes) 

Witch {faintly) 

And I yet sooner, Samuell 

{Silence) 


Saul {as though waking up) 

I am hungryl 


Witch {kneeling beside Saul^ who is still lying on the 
ground) 


Saull 


Saul {partly raising himself) 

Yes, Saul. I am hungry. Come now, old woman. You 
must take pity on the King. You see he is ill. Give him 
something to eat. 
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Witch 

Poor Saull I had kept these few morsels of bread. 
Take them. 


Saul {not yet come to himself) 

Tell me. Who was talking here just now? {Afftated) 
Old woman, who was talking to you? Quick nowl What 
was it I came here to do? Make haste. Answer! Aren’t 
you the Witch of Endor? . . . 

Witch 

Poor Saul! 

Saul 

The Witch! No, no! All the sorcerers are dead! Saul 
had them all killed. The Witch of Endor is dead . . . 
{raising himself) or is going to die. 

Witch {still kneeling) 

Ah! you needn’t strike her, Saul. She’ll soon die with- 
out that. Let her be. 

Saul {completely himself again and getting more and 
more excited) 

Who was talking to you? Wasn’t it . . . Who allowed 
you to call up Samuel? 


Witch 

Unhappy man! 

Saul 

Ah! I will blot out all that he said. ... I will blot it 
out in your ears! I myself have almost forgotten it. 
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Witch 

Unhappy man! 

Saul 

But ... I didn’t hear everything . . . (Turning furiouslj 
on the witch) Oh! wretch that you are! But you shall speak! 
I remember it all now! I fainted . . . What did he say? 
What did he say? WTiat did he say? 

Witch 

Unhappy man! 

Saul 

Ah! Ah! You shall speak. Witch! Did he name? Tell 
me . . . did he . . , name anyone? 

Witch 

Mercy! 

Saul 

Anyone . . . else . . . ? 

Witch 

Mercy, Saul! 

Saul 

Besides me? 


Witch 

Mercy on me! 

Saul 

And Jonathan — as . . . 
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No. 


Witch 


Saul 

Come, you know it all now, as my successor to the 
throne? 


Nol 


Witch 


Saul 

Liarl Liarl . . . Did someone tell you that I loved . . . 


Saull 


Witch 


Saul 

Yes? . . . You know . . . you know . . . David? 
Witch 

Why have you named him? 

Saul 

Nol Nol Don’t say itl Nol Nol 

(He strikes the Witch with his javelin) 


Witch 

You have wounded me! 
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Saul 

Nol No! Come now! It was just a touch of my javelin; 
speak! Go on! Say it wasn’t he! 

Witch {leaning on her arm and Saul bending over her) 

Saul! You have wounded me mortally. Saul! I was 
going to die! Why didn’t you let me be? Look, my pale 
blood is running over your cloak! 

Saul 

No! No! I haven’t hurt you. Come now, speak! You 
can surely put off dying for a moment. {Imploring) Ah, 
answer, I beseech you! 


Witch 

Let my soul, ah! fall asleep — quietly — ^it is at peace. 
Saul 

No, not yet. 


King Saul! 


Witch 


What? 


Saul 


Witch 

King so deplorably given to welcoming, shut your 
door! 
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Saul 

Ah, answer me: did he name? 


Witch 

Let my soul gently fall asleep. 


Saul {taking his head in his hands) 

Ahl... 


King Saull 


Witch 


Saul {with a last gleam of hope) 

What? 


Witch {in the throes of death) 

Shut your doorl! Close your eyesi Stop your ears, and 
let not love’s perfume . . . 

Saul {with a start of fear) 

What? 


Witch {with an effort) 

. . . find a way into your heart. All that is delightful 
to you is your enemy. Free yourself! Saul! . . . Saul! . . . 

{She dies) 

Saul {leaning over her more and more as her voice 
grows weaker^ and as if he was still waiting for a 
further revelation) 

What? She is dead. 
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(He looks round him. The fire has gone out. The cave 
has become very dark) 

Am I henceforth to grope alone for ever in the dark? 
{He makes his way out, ff‘opin£) 


SCENE IV 

The large hall of the ist u4ct. The curtains on both sides 
are closely drawn, Saul is seated on his throne in regal state — 
purple robey crown and lance, David, sitting beside him on a 
stool, or simply on the ground, is playing the harp before 
the King, 


David (singing) 

, . . Around thee pious men give praise. 

The King's enemies are put to flight. 

The Lord God defendeth the King, 

(Pause) 

And here is a new song I have invented for Saul: 

Words full of sweetness! gush forth! overflow from my heart! 
I sing. My song is for the King, 

May it be like the song of a skilful writer! 

(Pause) 

Awake, my lute! 

Awake my lute and my harp! 

Let my song waken the dawn! 

(Pause) 
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King Saull Mount on tfy chariot I 
Defend truth and mercy and justice! 

Mount on thy chariot ^ King Saul! 

(Pause) 

All thy warriors await thee . . . 

The Philistines rejoice in their waiting; 

Saul sleepeth; Saul appeareth not, 

(Pause) 

Mount thy chariot^ King! 

Let not God*s enemies triumph! 

Let them not rejoice! 

(Pause) 

Saul! Saul! Awaken! 

My sounding lute is tly companion. 

Thy right hand shineth with great deeds, 

(Pause) 

Valiant warrior! Gird thy sword! 

Put on thy apparel and thy glory! 

Yes! Yes! Thy glory! 

(Sauly slightly bored, begins to yawn, and then signs to 
David to stop) 

Saul 

Don’t you know anything rather more cheerful? 
David 

More cheerful? 
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Saul 

Yes. Are you surprised? You don’t know me well 
enough. Therel Put aside your harp, Davidl Let’s talk. 
We must pass the time pleasantly. Tell mel What am 
I like, David? 


Like a king. 


David 


Saul 

No. You don’t understand. I mean, what do you think 
the most remarkable thing about me? 

David 

Your royalty. 


Saul {irritated) 

Ahl (Tiinking better of it) Even without my beard? 
David 

A little less without your beard. 

Saul 

It’s because I’m easier to see that I look less like a king. 
Yes. That’s why I had my beard shaved. I felt less like 
a king than I looked. While now . . . tell me you like 
me better so. 


David 

I like the King better. 
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Saul 

No, David. I look younger to you now — and so I am. 
Because it made me look older in your eyes, I didn’t 
like that royal beard ... It was for you I had it cut . . . 
David . . . 

{Davidy embarrassedy begins playing the harp again, Sauly 
furious y is on the point of striking him) 

David! 

(David makes a movement) 

Don’t go away! I was only joking. I mean . . . Let’s 
talk a little more, David. Tell me, do you sometimes 
pray to God? 


David 

Yes, King Saul. Often. 

Saul 

Why? He never grants one’s prayers. 

David 

What can the King pray for that is never granted? 
What can a King pray for? 

Saul (hesitating and then abruptly) 

And you? What do you pray for? 

David (in some confusion) 

Never to become king. 
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Saul {in a rage leaps down from his throne upon 
Davids who remains motionless^ then^ leaning over 
him^ whispers in his ear) 

David! David! Shall we combine together against God? 
David, supposing it was I who gave you the crown? 

{Saul gais^es at David and then^ disturbed by his astonishment 
and fright y resorts to a burst of laughter) 

Ha! Ha! Ha! You see that a beardless king is still able 
to laugh. 

{He goes back to his throne and sits down. Then^ angrily) 

That’s enough. I won’t be the only one to laugh. By 
the Lord God! I reaUy believe you thought I was in 
earnest. The crown! David! You want the crown! Ha! 
Ha! Fie! And Jonathan? Have you forgotten poor, dear 
Jonathan? 

{Davidy at the end of his tether y makes a move to go away) 

Oh! there he is now wanting to go off! Wild bird! 
Can nothing tame you? Sing then! . . . Come, David! 
Something gay! 

{David makes a gesture) 

No? Nothing gay? You know nothing gay? What! do 
you never joke, David? Not with your Jonathan? Never!! 
Well then! Just play! For that matter, your singing dis- 
turbs my thoughts. One can’t always be entertained. 

{David beffns to play on the harp and goes on playing 
till the end of the scene) 

Ah! Ah! This singing of the harp flows over my 
thoughts ... I too once praised the Lord, David! I sang 
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songs to Him; there was a time when my mouth was 
always open in His praise, and my tongue never ceased 
to speak in His honour. But my lips now are afraid to 
open and are closed down over my secret; and my secret, 
alive within me, cries aloud with all its strength. 

{Sauly getting more and more excited^ begins to speak 
as though in delirium) 

Silence is wearing me away. Since I have stopped 
speaking, my soul is being consumed; its secret is eating 
it away day and night like an ever wakeful fire. 

(He stops for a moment during a slight pause of the music) 

Horrorl Horror! Horror! They want to know my secret 
and I don’t know it myself! It is slowly growing in my 
heart . . . But the music stirs it . . . Like a bird beating at 
the bars of its cage, it rises to my teeth; it leaps to my 
lips, it leaps in longing to rush out . . . ! David! my soul 
is in imparalleled torments! . . . My lips, what name are 
you uttering? Shut tight, oh! lips of Saul! Wrap close 
your royal mantle, Saul! You are besieged by all that 
lies around you! Stop your ears against his voice! All 
that comes near me is hostile to me! Shut down, gates 
of my eyes! All deliciousness is hostile! Delicious! Deli- 
cious! Oh! to be with him, a goatherd like him, beside 
the running brooks! Oh! to see him all day long! To 
wander with him in the ardour of the desert, as once, 
alas! long ago, seeking for my she-asses. In the heat of 
the air, I should burn! And then I should feel my soul 
less burning — my soul which this music stirs — and which 
rushes from my hps — towards you, Daoud, delicious. 

(David flings his harp on the ff'oundy so that it breaks. 

Saul seems to be waking out of a dream) 
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. Saul 

Where am I? 

Davidl DavidI Stop! Stop! 

David 

Farewell, Saul! No longer for you alone will your 
secret be intolerable! 

(He goes out) 



ACT IV 


SCENE I 

Night time, but not very dark. The scene is laid in a narrow 
strip of garden, where a hill-si^ ends abruptly. On the left 
a spring bubbles out; cypress trees are set regularly round it. 
Jonathan and Saki. 


Jonathan 

Are you sure this is the right place? Yes. Here are the 
spring and the cypresses. — ^Ahl Saki, how beautiful the 
night is in this garden. Ohl if I had only known of it 
sooner, I should have come here often. And how does 
one get up to this plateau? 

Saki 

Oh! one has to go a long way round. 

Jonathan 

Ah! Ah! There it is! 


Saki 

What, Prince? What are you looking for? 

f 

Jonathan 

A bird, my boy. That’s why I’ve brought my bow; 
I have been told that every night it flies over this spring 
and settles over there! There! Don’t you see it? 
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No. 


Saki 


Jonathan 

Look! Look at the way it"s flying! It’s wheeling round 
. . . and round ... as if it were going to settle! 

Saki 

But I can’t see anything at all! 

Jonathan 

There! It has dropped. There! Can’t you really see 
anything? Near that white stone! Over there! Now mark 
where my arrow is going . . . Got him! Run along! 
Quick! Quick! Bring me back the bird or my arrow. 

(As soon as Saki has disappeared^ David comes out from 
behind a bush) 

David 

Jonathan! 


Jonathan 

Oh David! I thought I was going to die of fright! 
Make haste! There’s hardly a minute to spare! Saki will 
be back in no time! But why in this garden? Wouldn’t 
it have been easier to meet in the palace? 

David 

No, Jonathan. No one must know I am here. I am 
going now. To-night I must say good-bye to you. 
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Jonathan 

Oh, DaoudI Whatl Good-byel Going awayl 
(He sinks down^ overcome y beside the spring 

David 

Oh, Jonathanl I haven’t enough strength of my own 
to leave you; I must have yours too. Don’t give way! 
Pull yourself togetherl 

Jonathan 

Away from you, no pleasure is left me . . . Going away? 

David {hesitating 
I must . . . Saul . . . 

Jonathan 

Tell me . . . My father . . . 

David 

He can’t endure my presence any longer. He . . . 
Jonathan 

He struck you? 

David 

Yes . . . struck! struck! You know how irritable he is. 
Ob! Jonathan! bear up! I shall see you again, Jonathan. 

Jonathan 

Where are you going? With you away, I have no 
strength left. . . . 
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David {hesitating at first) 

Where am I going? . . . now? To the Philistines. 

Jonathan 

The Philistinesl! 


David 

Make haste and understand me. Saki will be back in 
a moment. I don’t want him to catch sight of me. If 
your father were to hear . . . But the urgent thing is 
this. ListenI The Philistines are making ready again. Your 
father is uneasy; I don’t know what is troubling him, 
but his heart and soul are not ready for battle; and if 
the Philistines attack now, he will assuredly be beaten. 
The Philistines are going to attack; that is certain, and 
that is why I, myself, want to be at their head ... It 
will look as if I were marching against you, but, if I 
take the crown away from Saul, it will be to give it back 
again to you. 

Jonathan {as if he had heard nothing) 

The Philistines! Daoud! You with the Philistines! 

David 

Oh! try to understand! Never, if I thought there was 
any hope of your father’s being victorious; but you know 
that something is devouring him; nothing can distract 
him from it — and this disturbance of his soul is reflected 
in his army. His soldiers have become restless. He is 
incapable of taking their lead. 

Jonathan 


And I? 
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David 

You, Jonathan? AlasI You would both succumb. Ohl 
Let me be victorious for you as well. But listen and pay 
attention to what I am saying. If, on the evening of the 
second day, you see the enemy’s army encamped on the 
hill — ^the one opposite the town — the hill of Gilboa, fear 
nothing; this is what you must do . . . 

Jonathan 

Go on. I will do as you tell me. 

David 

At the end of the garden, hidden among lemon trees 
and brambles, there is the opening of a very large cave; 
I shall be waiting there the whole night. Don’t be afraid. 
I think no one knows the way in. Come without a torch, 
so that you mayn’t be seen. The sky is clear and the 
moon is full. It’s a kind of cave, half open from above, 
so that one can see the sky once one has got over the 
first difficulties. I shall be expecting you; I will guide 
you through the dark. We shall be able to talk. We shall 
plan what we must. . . . 

(Sakt is heard singing) 

Jonathan 

What? Oh! tell me! 

David 

Saki is coming. Jonathan, my brotherl My soul is sob- 
bing with love . . . Good-bye! Remember! 

(He looks back as he goes off) 

More than my soul . . . Ah! Jonathan! more than 
my soul. 
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Jonathan 


EnoughI David — enoughl or you will take my life 
with you. 


(Enter Saki) 


Saki 

Prince! the bird had flown away. I could only find 
the arrow. 

Jonathan 

Come! 

(Exeunt Saki and Jonathan) 


SCENE II 

A desert. An arid and sandy plain ^ ^Ugh^lj hillocl^. A hlass^ 
ing sun. Eeft^ a Demon lies stretched on a hillock wrapped in 
an enormous hrown cloaks which drags out at length over the sand. 

Saul enters rights bare-headed^ a knotty stick in his hand. 
He is not wearing his royal cloaks hut only his undergarments. 

Saul 

Let’s be careful! It’s in a sun like this that the wisdom 
of kings evaporates. What did I come here to look for? 
Ah! My asses! . . . All traces disappear here, like water 
in the sand. 

(Hf bends down to look at the ground^ and then starts back) 
Ugh! A snake! 
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Demon {nnthout stirring 

Won*t harm you. 

Saul (not greatly surprised) 

What? 

Demon 

I said it wouldn’t harm jo//, at any rate. . . . Oh, really! 
You can’t pretend you’re afraid of serpents now, old 
King! 

Saul 

This little rascal shows little respect for me. 

(Goes forward to beat him) 

Demon 

It must be granted, King Saul, that without your beard 
you no longer look so very respectable. 

(J'he King strikes him^ and prods him with his stick) 

Oh! no! no! Don’t tickle me! I shall die of laughter! 
(fie shakes with laughter. The King too) 

King Saul, where have you left your crown? Was it 
with David? 

Saul (putting his hand to his head) 

I jumped about a little in the desert. It must have 
fallen off. 
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, Demon 

Take care of the sun in the desert; you haven’t got 
enough hair now to go about like that without your 
crown. Take my hat. 

(He passes him his bonnet^ which the King puts on) 

icing Saul! where have you left your cloak? Your line 
purple cloak. King Saul? Was it with David? 

Saul 

I was too hot . . . It’s very hot in the desert. 

Demon 

But at night it’s very cold in the desert. Take my cape. 
Saul 

And you? 

Demon 

I’m accustomed to the desert. 

Saul (stripping him of his cape) 

Hullol You never told me you were so handsome. 

Demon (naked) 

A bit black, perhaps! 

Saul 

No! No! 
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Demon 

A matter of taste. 

[Saul has put on the enormous cloak which trails behind him) 
And where did you leave your sceptre, eh? 

Saul {automatically) 

With David. It was too heavy. This stick is better 
suited to the desert. 

Demon {holding out his hand) 

Show mel But King Saul, it’s a serpent! 

Saul 

Little silly! {He laughs) A serpent! a serpent! No, no! 
None of your nonsense! 

{The stick turns into a serpent and glides away) 
ril be after you! 

{The King goes down on all fours) 

Demon {standing upright on the hillock) 

It must be granted you don’t look much of a king 
like that. {He laughs) Do you know what made me 
recognise you, Saul? 

{Saul comes back) 

Your beauty! 

Saul {admirable in his great cloak — anxiously) 

No? Really? I still look . . . ? 
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Demon 

I haven’t seen you look like that for many a long year! 
My young Saull You’ve been here already, do you re- 
member? You were looking for some asses. 

Saul {sighing 

Ah! my she-assesi 

Demon 

King Saul, where did you leave your she-asses? 

Saul 

Do you know where, eh? T>oyou know? 

Demon {pulling him by his cloak) 

Come on then! We’ll look for them together, shall we? 
{J^hey go off behind the sandhill. The Demon* s voice is heard) 
Oh, King Saul, I’m so tired! Carry me. 

Saul {in a caressing voice ^ off) 

Poor little thing! Poor little thing! 


SCENE III 

The Palace hall as in Act L A croTi^d of people pushing to 
see the King when he comes in^ but they leave a passage from 
the entrance on the right to the throne. On the right side the 
Barber and Johel are watching the crowd and talking in a low 
voice. Most of the others have their backs turned to the audience. 

1ST Man 


And then? 
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2ND Man 

Then they brought him back to the palace. 

1ST Man 

Was he still singing? 

2ND Man 

I should just think he was! Singing and dancing tool 
There was no stopping him. 

3RD Man 

The Prince gave orders that he should have his robes 
put on him, and his crown; but he danced about so much 
that it wouldn’t stop on his head. 

{J^hey laugh) 

4TH Man 

It’s vexing all the samel For once that one chooses 
one’s own King . . . 

jTH Man 

David chose himself. 

3RD Man 

But they say he doesn’t want to be King. 


5TH Man 

My foot! Is there anyone who doesn’t want to be King? 
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2ND Man 

Would you like it? You? 

1ST Man 

And what would you do if you were King? 

5TH Man 

I should begin by chucking out David. 

{JChey laugh) 

6th Man {coming up angrily) 

Who’s speaking ill of David? 

3RD, 4TH and 5TH MeN 
No one is speaking ill of David. 

6th Man 

Just you wait till he comes back and you’ll soon see 
whether it’s he will be chucked out — or Saul. 

Several {with an air of implying they don't think much 
of him) 

Oh, Saull . . . Saul! 

{An old Jew coming up and questioning the znd Man) 
Old Jew 

And what did Saul say? 

2ND Man 

Who knows? He shouted something or other. 

266 



SAUL 


3RD Man 

He himself doesn’t know what he’s saying. 

Old Jew 

One must always listen to the prophets. 

4 TH AND 5 TH MeN 

But Saul isn’t a prophet. 

(More and more people come up) 

7TH Man 

Yes! Yes! Saul’s a prophet. I was there when he danced 
before Samuel. 

8th Man 

Is it true that Samuel blessed David before dying? 

A Child 

Is it true that King Saul has had his beard shaved off? 

(All laugh. Others come up. The conversation starts in 
another place) 

9TH, 2ND AND 3RD Men 
Yes. Yes. It’s true! 

1ST Man and Others 

What rubbish! 

Nonsense! 

What! His whole beard? 
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lOTH Man 

I don^t think that’s right, a King without a beardl 
4TH Man 

But David hasn’t got a beard. 

lOTH Man 
David hasn’t got a beard jyef . . . 

5TH Man 

And then David’s handsome. 

4TH Man (/o the lo/A) 

And what about Jonathan? 

Several 

Ohl Jonathan! When he gets one! 

Others (right) 

Hush! Hush! ITere’s the King! 

One Man (ye^ loud) 

Why ‘‘Hush”? 

(^Murmurs in the crowd) 

It’s true! True! He’s shaved his beard! 

1ST Man (to the people round him) 

Don’t shout like that! 
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Another Man {to the ist) . 

Oh! for the last day or two he doesn’t hear anything 
that’s said to him. 

Another 

It’s true he looks ill. 

6th Man 

And what about Jonathan, then? 

5TH Man and Others 
Oh! As for him! 

Another {some way off ) 

Don’t push so! 

Child 

Jacob! Jacob! Lift me up. I want to see a King without 
a beard. 

{All laugh. The crowd divide on each side of the throne in such 
a way that the audience may see the King approaching. 
But at first it is obvious that the crowd see him before 
the actors) 

1ST Man 

Why does he come in alone like that? I thought he 
always had guards with him. 

3RD Man 

Oh! Not now! No one pays any attention to him. 
When he calls, everyone goes away. 
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{Saul comes in^ hesitating as if he were drunk^ or rather^ as if 
he were aware of a hostile and jeering crowd about him. 
He has the expression of a madman — sometimes full of 
hatredy sometimes of fear; he is leaning on fonathan^ whose 
strength seems failing. His shamefaced^ sad expression 
seems to be imploring the people. 

On hearing the last words y Saul brandishes his javelin 
absurdly; a slight movement of recoil among the crowd) 

3RD Man 

No need to be frightened. His javelin hasn’t got a point. 

1ST Man 

Is it true they won’t allow him any weapons now? 

2ND Man 

They’re jolly well right, 

5TH Man 

They say he tried to kill David. 

(Jonathan is obviously pained by all this talk. Just then some- 
one in the crowd throws a rotten fruit at Saul which 
squashes on his back) 

Someone (furiously) 

One for youl 

(Others turn round indignantly. Scuffle. Noise. The King mounts 
the throne; Jonathan stands beside himy his head in his 
hands. Saul makes gestures as if wishing to speak. In 
the crowd cries of — ) 

Silencel Silencel 
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Saul {standing 

Dear Hebrews! 

(Laughter in the crowd) 

Some 

What did he say? What did he say? 

Saul 

Dear Hebrew people! 

(More and more laughter. The King is visibly perturbed. He 
speaks slowly^ finding his words with difficulty) 

On the eve of an important battle . . . 

(H/j voice is completely drowned by an increasing noise coming 
from the left; the people shove and are seen to be question- 
ing fresh arrivals; a few words are heard coming from 
the crowd) 

Yes, on the Hill of Gilboa! 


Other Voices 

What? What? 

David’s army . . . Philistines ... Yes. One can see 
them from the market place. . . . 

Where? Where? 

(A. loud voice is heard above all the others crying solemnly) 

King Saul! David’s army is encamped on Mount 
Gilboa! 


All 

Let’s go and see! Go and see! 

(Tumult. They all rush off in confusion) 
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Some Little Girls 

Quick! Quick! 

(Jonathan raises his head as if waking out of a dream; he 
looks round him; looks at Saul and murmurs^ 

Jonathan 

The evening of the second day! Ah! David! David! 

(fie darts off^ transported by joy or anxiety^ in the opposite 
direction from the crowd) 

Saul (shouting like an angry schoolmaster to his unruly boys) 

Stop there! You’re to stop! Do you hear? I tell you 
to stop! 

(He starts running after them; then throws his javelin clumsily; 
then goes lamentably to pick it up. The stage is now empty. 
On the steps of the throne a small boy^ Sakiy sits sobbing. 
The King comes back) 

Saul (catching sight of him) 

You, Saki? (Very tenderly) Is it because of me you’re 
crying? . . . Poor Saki! 

(Saki goes on crying. The King is embarrassedy and hesitates 
between his sentences) 

You mustn’t be sorry for me. So you’re fond of me, 
Saki? 


Saki (sobbing 
They’ve all left you, all left you. 
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Saul 

And that’s why you’re crying, little Saki? But you 
know, it isn’t serious. {Aside) Ohl I wish I could comfort 
the poor little thing! So you love me a little, Saki? 

Saki 

Ohl A great deal! A great deal! 

Saul 

Really? And why? 

Saki 

You’re good to me. 

Saul 

I? Good? 

Saki 

Yes; on the terrace you used to make me drink . . . 
Saul {disgusted with himself) 

Ah! Wine! 

Saki 

And then . . . and then . . . 

Saul 

WeU? 

Saki 

You’re alone. 
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Saul {unexpectedly moved) 

No, no, my little Saki. You sec Tm not. You are with 
me. Oh! I didn’t know anyone was sorry for me. What 
am I to do.^ 

(Enter several officers^ preceded by the High Priest^ in 
great agitation) 

High Priest (as if he had something very important to say) 
King Saul 


Saul {interrupting him) 

Leave me alone. Can’t you see that I’m busy? 
{Jihey all go out, giving it up as a bad job) 


Saul (to Saki) 

Would it amuse you to be a King, Saki? 


Oh! No! 


Saki 


Saul 

What! You wouldn’t like to be the King? 


Saki 

I don’t know. 

Saul 

“I don’t know!” Come along! Will you try on my 
crown? 

(He takes the crown and approaches it to Saki's head) 
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No! 


Saki {pushing it away) 


Saul (giving up for the moment) 

Tell me, Saki, why didn’t you follow David? 

Saki 

I don’t know. 


Saul (more and more irritated) 

‘T don’t know!” Then you’re not fond of David? 


Saki 

Oh, yes! But . • . 

Saul 

But? 

Saki 

I like being with you better. 

Saul 

But I thought, Saki, that you left me to be with 
Jonathan. These last few nights on the terrace, you 
left me . . . 

Saki 

For Jonathan, yes. 

Saul 

Well! David and Jonathan . . . they go together, 
don’t they? 
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Saki 

Often, yes. 

Saul 

And they’re more amusing than an old king. 

Saki 

OhI You’re not old. King Saull 

Saul {he has not put his crown on agamy but keeps it 
on his knees and from time to time makes as though 
he were going to put it on SakVs heady but takes it 
back whenever Sakiy who is sitting at his feety raises 
his head) 

Really? You think I am still amusing? 

Saki 

David and Jonathan aren’t amusing. 

Saul 

Ah! And what do they do? 


Nothing. 


Saki 


Saul 

Ah! And what do they say? 


Nothing. 


Saki 

Saul 


Do they talk? 
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Yes. 


Saki 


Saul 

And what do they say? 


Saki 

I don’t know. 

(He drops his head lower out of embarrassment^ so that Saul 
suddenly thrusts the crown on to his head. It comes down 
over his eyes) 

Saul (ivith forced playfulness) 

Ahl You don’t knowl . . . Peep-bol! The crown! 


Oh! What’s that? 


Saki (terrified) 
Saul 


It’s the crown. 

Saki 

It’s come over my eyes! I can’t see! 


Saul (bursts out laughing) 
‘T can’t see!” Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! 


Saki 

It’s hurting me dreadfully. Oh! take it off. King Saul! 

Saul (pushing it down still further with both hands) 
What does David say? 
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Saki {sobbing 

Nothing, I assure youl Oh, take it ofFI 

Saul {rapping Saki*s knuckles as he struggles to remove 
the crowri) 

Leave it alonel Leave it alone! It’s just for fun. And 
what does Jonathan say? 

Saki 

Nothing, King Saul. I swear it. 

Saul 

“Nothing, nothing!” And what else? 

Saki 

He calls him “Daoud”. 

Saul 

I knew it! And then? 

Saki {in despair') 

Nothing! Nothing! Nothing! King Saul! 

{Saul with an air of tragedy takes off the crown) 

Saki {his hand to his forehead) 

Look! I’m bleeding! 

Saul {almost triumphantly) 

Ha! You see! I’m not good! 

{fThen abruptly^ bending over Saki with great tenderness) 
Have I hurt you, Saki? 
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(Sakiy still terrifiedy frees himself from Saufgets up 
and goes out slowly y walking backwards*) 

And what did they say when they caught me? That I 
was mad? Tell me! {Confidentially) Tell me, did you know 
I had run away? Tell me! But now they won’t let me go 
without my crown. . . . It’s Jonathan who wants . . . 

(Noticingjust then that Saki is going offy says very sadly) 

Oh! Saki! You’re going away? And you said you loved 
me, Saki! 

{Sakiy touchedy returns and stands close to the King. 

Saul bends down and says confidentially) 

Hark! My she-asses! You know, my she-asses! Well 
I know where they are!! Will you come too? We’ll go 
and fetch them together! We’ll escape! . . . We’ll escape! 

(They go out) 


SCENE III 

A cave, or rather a cavern, l^eft, the vaulted top has fallen 
in, allowing the light of the full moon to shine through a tangle 
of shrubs and creepers. Stones and boulders lie on the ground. 
On the righty the further end of the cave is very dark. A steep 
path leads down in the backgroundy by which Saul comes, 
feeling his way step by step. 


Saul 


Hullo! A spring! It’s very slippery. I nearly fell down. 
It’s wet underfoot. Where are you bringing me? 

{The Demon y becoming visible y remains silent) 
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, Saul 

Is this the place? Come on, answerl It’s always the 
same thing! You needn’t think you can make me go 
wherever you please only to find nothing I was looking 
for. 


{Going forward towards the left) 

Dear me! It’s rather curious here! Not a bad place for 
a little talk ... In reality, you know. I’m not as keen as 
all that on finding my she-asses. Only, really, at my age 
you make me walk too far. I may get tired, you Imow. 

{After looking for a place where to sit down^ he chooses a kind 
of natural bench in the dark part of the cave and sits 
down. To the De/non) 

Sit there! {Pointing vaguely in front of him.) No! don’t 
sit on the ground. It’s too wet! 

(H? passes him his crown) 

Sit on that. 

(The Demon sits on if) 

First of all, kindly tell me . , . 

(fie sneezes as if he had caught cold) 

Because if it’s not for my she-asses, why have you 
brought me here? 

(fie snee^^es) 

Demon 

Bless you! 

Saul 

You said? 
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Demon (Jaughin£) 

Hel Hel He! 

Saul 

Ah! I don’t like people laughing when Fm not in a 
laughing mood. 

Demon 

Oh, King Saul! It’s so funny! Do you know who 
you’re going to see here? 

Saul 

Ah! Saki! If you only knew how little inclined I feel 
to laugh just now! Come on then! Who is it we’re going 
to see? 

(He gets up as if to go towards the Demon) 

Demon 

Hush! Hush! Just listen! 

(Sounds of steps and voices coming from the left) 

Saul 

Ah! Jonathan! 

Demon 

And . . . ? 


David! 


Saul (in a whisper) 
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Demon 

Say thank you! 

David (as he appears with Jonathan in the moonlight 
on the left) 

Three times! Three times I shall have the trumpet 
sounded! As soon as you hear the first, you must get 
ready. It will be just before dawn. . . . Persuade Saul. 
At the third, I shan’t be able to answer for anything any 
more. Before daybreak you must have taken refuge here, 
both of you. 

Saul (makes as though to go towards them. The Demon 
pulls him back by his cloak) 

Oh! Oh! It’s treason he’s counselling! 

Demon 

If you show yourself, they’ll be off. 

Jonathan 

Farewell, David. 

David (putting his forehead on Jonathan's shoulder) 

Ah! Jonathan! 

Demon (pulling Saul hack) 

Come! Come! Now! Let’s lie down. Let them get 
nearer. Pretend to be asleep. You’ll see them better. 

(Saul lies down where he had at first been sitting. The 
Demon disappears) 

282 



SAUL 


David {raising his bead) 

Farewell. Go now. Leave me alone for a little. I want 
to pray. 

Jonathan 
And what do you ask of God? 

David 

Don’t you know, Jonathan? To take away this crown 
from me. 


Saul {mocking^ aside) 

Simple, isn’t it? 

Demon 

Hush! 

Jonathan 

Good-bye! 

{David kneels down among the rocks ^ almost turning his back 
to the audience, Jonathan moves towards the rights sees 
Saul and returns precipitately to David) 

David! David! My father’s here. 

{Davids absorbed in his prayers^ does not stir) 

Jonathan {wildly) 

My father’s here, David. 

David {still praying 

I haven’t finished my prayers. Leave me! 
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Jonathan {drams aside again and looks towards Saul. 

To David) 

He^s asleep. 

{Tie moonlight^ which^ throughout the scene^ has been slowly 
moving towards the righty now falls on SauVs crowny 
which is on the ground) 

Ah! His crown has rolled on the ground. 

David 

I haven’t done praying yet. Let me be! 

{Silence. Nothing stirs) 

Saul 

Isn’t he going to come nearer? 

{David rises) 

Jonathan 

What are you going to do? 

David 

Look. 

{He picks up the crown and puts it beside SauVs head) 


David 

You’ll tell him, Jonathan. You must persuade him. 
Saul {aside) 

I’m trembling. He’ll understand. . . . 
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Jonathan 

He won’t believe me. 

David {coming hack with a sudden idea) 

Ahl 

(He draws his swordy cuts off a large piece of purple cloth 
from the royal mantle and takes it away) 

Let him know it was I did it; and that when I cut off 
this piece of his cloak, I could have taken his life. Take 
carel He’s waking up. Come, we must gol 

{They go out left) 

Saul (getting upy goes to where the moon is shiningy 
and sees that his damaged cloak has left him almost 
indecently bare. Then sneeringly) 

How kind they are to me! 



ACT V 


It is flight. The scene is laid in a vague and indistinct moun- 
tcdnous spot. On the right Saul’s tent. 

SCENE I 

(Johel and the Barber in front of the tent) 

Barber 

Still no orders? 


Johel 

Orders? Ohl yes, plenty of orders, but no directions. 
Barber 

Is it true that the Hebrews are divided? 

Johel 

Divided? Not at all. They are all for David. 

Barber 

The deuce they arel A funny kind of battle it’ll be. 
And Saul? Is he for David too? 

Johel {more and more seriously) 

Be quiet, Barberl Saul is shaking like an old man. 
This fight will be merely a pretence battle. He has already 
accepted his defeat in his secret soul. 

286 



SAUL 


Barber 

Then what will you do, Johel? 

JOHEL 

And what vfiWyou do, Barber? Do you want my advice? 
Since when have I become your spiritual adviser? Get 
away. Here’s Saul. 

(Enter Saul and Jonathan, The inside of the tent becomes visible^ 
lifted with torches. Others enter ^ and with them Said) 

Saul {to Jonathan) 

Look at my hands! See how they’re trembling! 
Jonathan 

Poor father! 

Saul 

What do you think would do me most good? To drink 
some wine? Or not to drink it? I think to drink it. Go, 
Saki. 

(Exit Saki) 

To-day I shouldn’t have the strength to kill anyone, 
not even an enemy. It is time for me now to draw near 
to God. (Eouder,) Now leave me! The night is nearly 
over, and I must be alone in order to reflect, 

(Movement) 

You, Jonathan, stop. I have something more to say 
to you. 

(The rest go out, Saul paces up and down for some time 
without speaking 
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, Jonathan 

Father, I have only a few moments. 

Saul {snee:(€s) 

Draw that curtain. {Sneezes again.) I caught cold the 
other day in a cave. By the way, you know it perhaps; 
it’s not far from here. David, prowler as he is, must 
know it. 

Jonathan {more and more uneasy at SauVs insistence) 

Please, Father, let’s make haste. There’s only this one 
night left between us and the battle. We must prepare 
or else sleep. 

Saul {sententiouslj) 

We must prepare, my son. To-night my whole soul 
is preparing. 

Jonathan 

Father, we must prepare for action. What did you 
want to speak to me about? 

Saul 

About that very thing, Jonathan. When, in times gone 
by, I used to act, I didn’t understand that. There is a time 
for action, and a time to repent of action. Understand, 
my son, that there are more important things for the 
soul than victorious battles. 

Jonathan 

But when. Father, were you so taken up with action? 
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Saul 

I know, I know. I was above all taken up with desiring. 
But the time has come, my child, for me to repent of 
that too. 

{Jonathan^ more and more desperate^ beffns to leave) 

Saul 

OhI Are you going? 

Jonathan 

Time is pressing! I have everything to see to. I will 
come back in a moment. Father. 

Saul 

Jonathan, Jonathan, when my heart is quaking, you 
desert me? Can’t you stop and talk to me for a moment? 
My son! I am kinder than I used to be, truly. 

Jonathan 

Alas! But here’s Saki. Let me go, Father. 

{Sa/d has come in) 

Saul {to both Jonathan and Saki) 

Ah! Go away yourselves! I’m mad to look for support 
from you! Said, take away that wine. I had better not 
drink it. Go away! Go away! 

(Jonathan begins to go out, Saki stays in a corner of the 
tenty unnoticed) 
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, Jonathan (as he goes) 

Fatherl When I come back will you follow me? 

Saul 

Perhaps. (Calling him hack) One moment, Jonathan! 
Jonathan! Don’t be unhappy. Come back in a minute — 
just a minute. I’ll follow you. But let me pray now. 

(Exit Jonathan) 

Saul (believing himself alone) 

Ah! Ah! Let’s reflect. What am I? 


Demon (hidden outside) 

Saul! 

Saul (going to the door) 

Jonathan? (Jie looks round) No. I am alone. (Kneeling) 
My God! What am I in your eyes . . . 

Demon (hidden) 

Saul! 


Saul 

. . . that you should overwhelm me with desires? What- 
ever I seek to lean on for support, it gives way. I have 
nothing solid in me. What I like best in him is his 
strength, (fiis mind wandering) How wonderful the grace 
and suppleness of his limbs! I have seen him coming 
down the mountain side. He moves by leaps and bounds 
• • • weary) Have done, my lips! 

(He rises) 
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Demon {plaintively) 

Saull 


Saul 

I am distraught! 

Demon 

Saul! 


Saul 

Ha! Someone calling me. 

{He goes to the tent door) 

Saki {trying to prevent him from opening the door) 
Don’t open. King Saul! 


Saul 

What! Was it you, Saki? What are you doing there? 

Saki 

I’m afraid for you. 


Saul 

Did you call me just now? 


No, 


Saki 


Saul 

Ah! It was outside! 


u 
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Saki 

Nol Don’t open. . . . It’s all outside; the night is full 
of them. 


Saul! 


Demon 


Saki 

Don’t open to him. 

Saul 

Oh! you hard-hearted little thing! Don’t you hear 
someone’s calling me? 

{Saul goes out with a torch) 

Demon {still very pathetic) 

Saul! 

Saul {going up to the Demon and bending over it tenderly) 

Poor little thing! How he’s trembling! Is it from cold? 
But he’s quite frozen, the poor child! Come! 

{He touches him) 

We shall be warmer inside. Come along! I’ll warm 
you up. 

(J^he Demon does not stir) 

Oh! all the same, I can’t carry you, little creature! 

{He lifts him) 

Oh! He’s frightfully heavy! 

{He carries him) 
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Saki's going off. Good riddancel 
' (Ev// Saki) 

But he has left the wine. You shall have a drink. 

(He puts the Demon down) 

OufI Come! Cuddle up in my cloak. 

(He sits down) 


DmiON (half rolled up in the cloak) 

It’s torn. 

Saul (smiling) 

Yes; David has already taken a bit out of that side. 


Demon {giggling) 

Hel Hel Hel 


What’s the matter? 


Nothing. 


Is it funny? 


Saul 


Demon 


Saul 


Demon 
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Saul (handing him the flagon) 

Drink. . . . Better now? There. Close up. Now, keep 
quietl IVe a great deal to think of. 

Jonathan (^from outside) 

Father! 

Saul (ashamed) 

There now! Bother! Jonathan! 

Don’t come in. (To the Demon.) Hide! 

Jonathan 

Father, come with me now; it’s time. 

Saul (very uneasy) 

All right! I’m getting up. Just a moment . . . Go on! 
I’ll be with you. 

(J^he Demon shows himself. He looks at Jonathan with 
a grin) 

Jonathan 

Oh! What’s that? 

Saul 

Just a small child who was shivering with cold. I took 
him into my tent. 

Jonathan (profoundly sad) 

Ah? 

Saul (ashamed) 

Yes. 
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Jonathan {more and more desperate) 

Father! Let him go now! Come! 

Saul {not stirring and looking imbecile) 

Yes. 

Jonathan 

O Father! Father! Don’t you care for me a little more 
than for that little creature? 

Saul {almost sobbing 

Stop, Jonathan! . . . Jonathan! I implore you! You 
don’t know how difficult it is! 

Jonathan 

What’s difficult? Poor father! How wretched you look! 

Saul 

Jonathan, you are too young to understand me: I feel 
I am becoming wonderful! My value lies in my compli- 
cation. Listen! I’ll tell you some secrets: you think I was 
asleep the other night ... in the cave. 

Jonathan {pretending not to understand) 

The cave? 

Saul 

Yes — you know — ^when David 

Jonathan 


David? 
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' Saul { irritated ) 

Yes, David . . . when he was plotting my defeat with 
you . . . and cut off a bit of my cloak in order to teach 
you better how to betray me. Ha! Hal you understand 
each other admirably. What attention you show me! 
You’ll thank him for me! You’ll thank him, eh? Jonathan? 

{Jihe Demon chuckles) 

You’ll thank him kindly for me. He thinks I’ve fallen 
terribly low! 

{A blast of trumpets) 

Jonathan 

Ah! 


Ah! the signal! 


Saul 


Jonathan 

Come, Father. Ah, for your own sake! 

Saul 

Crying! Jonathan! Jonathan, my son! Tell me you 
understand at least that it hurts me — it hurts me to 
make you cry. And just listen to this proverb, my own 
invention: 

{As he accompanies Jonathan to the door of the tenty he 
says sententiously) 

What shall console a man for his degradation, if not 
that which degraded him? 

{Dismissing Jonathan) 
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Be ofFl Quick! To the cave! Run! I’ll be with you in 
a moment! 

{Groups of soldiers are seen and heard passing by. 

Jonathan goes) 

Saul (forgetting the Denson) 

Oh! What am I waiting for now in order to get up 
and act? My will! My will! I call on it now like a lost 
sailor hailing a boat he sees disappearing in the distance 
— disappearing! disappearing! I take sides with every- 
thing against myself. 

(He catches sight of the Demon drinksnf) 

Come! Leave me alone now. Good-bye. . . . Go away. 
I’m in need of rest. 

(The Demon does not stir) 

Demon 

You’ll never rest again. King Saul. 

Saul 

Never rest again! Oh! what makes you say that? 

Demon 

Because I shall never leave you again, King Saul. 

Saul 

Never! 


Nevermore! 


Demon 
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Saul 

Whatl Never leave me again! And why not? 

Demon 

Because you have nursed me. 

Saul 

Nursed you? Why, what have I done for you, little 
wretch? I merely let you have a piece of my cloak. You 
were shivering! 

Demon 

Yes. But now I’m marvellously warmed up. Just feel 
me. My skin is burning! 


Saul 

No! Let me be! I won’t. . . . Go away. I beg you, take 
pity on me, as I took pity on you. 

Demon 

Pity! Come now, Saul! You mustn’t tell me that if you 
took me in, it wasn’t because it wasn’t a pleasure to you 
yourself. Eh? To hold me in the fold of your cloak? Eh? 
Saul! Saul! Come now! Saul, make me laugh a little. Why 
so sad? Have I done you any harm, eh? Why are you 
vexed with me? 

Saul {trying to defend himself) 

I want to pray. 

Demon {not hearing 

And then, you know ... if you wanted to take pity 
. . . I’m not alone; there are a great many others outside. 
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Saul {allured — in spite of himself) 

Ahl There are others? Where? 

Demon 

Why, there, behind the door. 

Saul {goes to the door of the tent and raises it. The 
Demons come hustling in) 

Oh! What a number there are! All right! In with you! 
— ^If I refused hospitality to a single one, I should be 
afraid it might be the most charming, or perhaps, the 
most wretched. 

(fThe door falls to — a confused ceaseless humming fills 
the tent. The Demons swarm) 

1ST Demon {to the others) 

The King said something so excessively funny just 
now! 

(fie whispers in their ears. Great confusion. They all 
laugh, A second trumpet call is heard) 

Saul 

Ah! Ah! The night is over. We must make haste. 
Jonathan {calling from outside) 

Father! 

Saul {rushing to the entrance and spreading out his 
cloak in order to hide the scene inside) 

Don’t come in! 
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Jonathan (desperately) 

OhI Come! 


Saul (^earnestly) 

For the sake of David’s God, fly, Jonathan! Quick! 
Run! I’m coming! 

(Jonathan goes. Soldiers come on to the stage more and more 
tumultuously. Noise outside. — Tumult of Demons in the 
tent. — The day dawns slowly. — But the inside of the tent 
is still lighted only by the torches) 

Saul {coming forward to the footlights and addressing 
the audience. His voice dominates everything 

Before I go, I want to sum up in a few words. 

(fThe Demons get noisier and noisier) 

Be quiet, you noisy creatures! Can’t you see I want 
to speak to the public? 

{Addressing the audience) 

With what shall a man console himself . . . ? 

Demons 

But you’ve said it already, you’ve said it already. Ah! 
Ha! Ha! 

{Noise. The Demons' growing clamour is regulated by 
an accompaniment of music) 

Saul {turning round towards and against the Demons) 

What’s all this? If you want to take the front place, give 
us a show at any rate. Let’s see what you can do! 
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(J^he Demons scuffle. Noise in time to the music, Saul 
watches long and gravely. Then in disgnst) 

Far from prettyl 


Demons 

But, Saul, you haven’t taught us an5rthing. 

Saul 

Stop it, then! Stop it! 

(Jostled about y he falls on his knees; making the best 
of it^ he says) 

I want to pray. 

(Noise off, Sauly still on his knees, is gradually pushed 
back towards the door by the Demons Jostling) 

(Praying) Shall I find any remedy for my desire other 
than its satisfaction? 

(Pushed still further bacl€) 

I sum up! I sum up! (Hazard) Oh! little ones, take 
care! Take care! You’re not leaving me room enough! 
(Lower) I am totally suppressed! 

(Daybreak. A third call of trumpets is heard, Saul, half re- 
gaining his feet y tears down the tent curtain. The Demons 
vanish in the flood of daylight. The music stops) 

Saul (very loud in the silence) 

It is too late! Here is the daylight! 

(He comes out of the tent towards the left, kneels or 
crouches on the ground, his hands in the grass) 
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Oh, how refreshing this coolness! Now is the hour 
when the g6atherds lead their flocks out of their stables 
. . . The grass is washed with dew . . . 

(JoieJ has come in with other soldiers of David* s army) 

JoHEL {catching sight of Saul) 

What! He’s praying! 

Saul {too much absorbed to see them) 

I am tempted. 


Soldier {to the others) 

David’s men! Hark! Go and tell the King that Saul is 
here — unarmed. Run! David doesn’t want him to be 
killed. 

(They go off. Johel stays behind) 


Saul {still absorbed) 

. . . washed with dew . . . 

{Johel approaches the Kingftvm behind^ draws himself 
up to full height^ brandishing his sword) 

Oh! Oh! Oh! Most cowardly of temptations, attacking 
me from behind! 

(Johel strikes him; Saul falls. Johel snatches his crown and 
carries it to David, who comes in escorted by a number of 
soldiers. At an order from David, Johel is seized. General 
disturbance. Broad daylight) 
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David ^ 

Unhappy! Unhappy! You there! Take away that man! 
(Pointing to JoAe/) Kill him and give his dead body to 
be devoured by the beasts of the field! Shame on him 
who lifts his hand against the Lord’s anointed! He 
has made this crown fall upon my head with all its 
weight. 

(He bends over Saul and^ taking the crown which had at first 
been placed by his orders beside Sauk he puts it on his 
own head. Bending low and in a whisper') 

I didn’t hate you, King Saul! 

(Standing upright again) 

And Jonathan too, you say! Unhappy! Unhappy! Let 
him be brought here. Lay him beside Saul that they may 
be united in death. What are those cries and lamentations.^ 
Grief dwells in my heart. 

(A procession brings in Jonathan's body) 

Mountains of Gilboal Let there nevermore be honey 
or dew on your slopes! 

(Bending over Jonathan) 

I did what I could, Jonathan! I did what I could, 
Jonathan, my brother! 

(Standing upright) 

Come now, let us arise. Carry Saul’s and the Prince’s 
bodies back to the palace. Place them on a royal litter. 
Let the whole people follow in procession; let them 
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accompany my grief with sobs and lamentationsl You^ 
musicians, sbund a funeral marchl 

(T/5^ go out in procession to the accompaniment of a 
funeral march) 
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